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Woolens these days are mighty 
precious. They deserve only the te | A, 
finest, most delicate treatment. 
That means gentle washing 

with FELSO. Even in the hardest 
water FELSO makes ‘Sust-right” 
suds that remove soil and stain 
without rubbing or scrubbing, 
and leave sweaters, blankets and 


FELSO makes life so simple for the 
“bathroom laundress." Just a dash of 
FELSO in your washbowl and you 

enjoy "just-right" suds that wash 


your sheerest rayons, nylons and silks 
quickly and daintily. 
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NEW! SOLD ONLY BY MAIL 


If you get sick or have an accident, you 
may go to any recognized Hospital in the 
U.S. (rest homes, sanitariums, Govern- 
ment hospitals excluded). Your NORTH 
AMERICAN POLICY will pay Hospital 
Room and Board Benefits as long as you 
remain confined. NO TIME LIMIT! Be- 
sides, you get Cash Benefits for 74 
SURGICAL OPERATIONS. You get 
Lump Cash payments for LOSS OF 
HANDS, EYES, FEET. 


ACCIDENTAL DEATH AND 
POLIO INCLUDED 


For added protection, seldom included in 
ordinary Hospitalization, you get a large 
ACCIDENTAL DEATH BENEFIT. 
What’s more, you get special INFAN- 
TILE PARALYSIS Coverage. And there 
are still more Benefits which you will 
find clearly set out in your Policy. Think 
of it. . . all these AMAZING provisions 

. for only 3c a day for adults and 1%c 
a a day for children to age 18. Individual 


YOU GET POLIO BENEFITS 


EVERYTHING YOU NEED! ONE POLICY! ONE LOW COST! 


COUPON 


Truly this is a remarkable 
Hospitalization Plan. In- 
vestigate it! Buy it! Mail 
«oupon for full details. 


NO OBLIGATION! 
NO AGENT WILL CALL! 


= NO TIME LIMIT w 
HOSPITALIZATION PLAN 


GOOD ANYWHERE IN THE UNITED STATES 


Amazing Protection 


4 SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 


COSTS ONLY 3* A DAY 


ONE POLICY COVERS INDIVIDUAL or ENTIRE FAMILY, Birth to Age 70 p^ P 
This is it! America's newest and greatest Hospitalization plan. š 
Amazing coverage! Low cost! Exactly what you need! 


or entire family is coe 
birth to age 70. S 

CIAL MATERNITY RIDER i is available 
at small extra charge. 


The North American Policy makes no re- 
duction in benefits due to age. Children 
get FULL BENEFITS. Remember, too, 
that the Policy is backed by a STRONG, 
RELIABLE company . . . licensed by the 
Delaware Insurance Department. 


YOU GET CASH! 


Benefits are paid in CASH direct to you 

. regardless of money you collect from 
other insurance sources for the same dis- 
ability, including Workmen's Compensa- 
tion. This means if you already carry 
Hospitalization, BE SMART . . . buy 
this additional low cost policy with its 
EXTRA CASH BENEFITS to protect 
yourself more fully against today's higher 
Hospital cost. DON'T DELAY! Mail cou- 
pon below for FREE BOOKLET and 
complete details. No obligation. No agent 
will call. 
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(Partial List of Coverages) 


HOSPITAL ROOM § 

AND BOARD FOR 150.00 

SICKNESS . . . . PER MONTH 
(NO TIME LIMIT) 


HOSPITAL ROOM $ 

AND BOARD FOR 150.00 

ACCIDENT . . . . PER MONTH 
(NO TIME LIMIT) 


74 SURGICAL $ $ 

OPERATIONS 10. to 100. 
Policy Provides in Liew of Other Benefits the Followi 
ACCIDENTAL DEATH ...... 


*500. to ‘2000. 


LOSS OF EYES, HANDS, FEET DUE TO 
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INFANTILE PARALYSIS ..... 


nosritat siis 05 55800, 
DOCTOR BILLS UP 
o ‘500. 
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ORTHOPEDIC up 
% 500. 


APPLIANCES 
Plus Other Important Benefits 
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New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


* Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 


* Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 


* The only leading deodorant that contains 


no water to dry out or decrease its effi- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 


* Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 


New MUM 


CREAM DEODORANT 
A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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insurance business. She really wanted a dividend in stolen love. 
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Alfreda’s fiance had strong ideas about the morals of small-town girls. For a while she 
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How He Proposed nce tains, EC nee sostiene By Mrs. Illinois Jacquet 14 


When the famed bandleader first met the pretty Howard co-ed, they compared finger 
moles. Then they found out their hearts were right in love tune. 


M y:10:000 Lovers n he oo n sass ese hse By Rose Hardaway 24 
Night club dancer Rose Hardaway once resented her male public which got “ideas” 
from watching her dance of passion. Now she calls that public her 10,000 lovers. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


UPPER CLASS STORIES 


I am a great reader of different magazines 
but I think Ta NFESSIONS tops them all. 
It is true the stories deal mostly with the upper 
class, but they appeal to those in the common 
walks of life also. It has a message to rich and 
poor, high and low. What happens to the rich, 
befalls the poor in like manner only in differ- 
ent surroundings, so keep it up. 

Mrs. Boyd Myler 
Curacao, Dutch West Indies 


CHILDREN AND BIAS 


I am 17 years old and have been buying TAN 
CONFESSIONS every month. I have enjoyed 
every issue but, for me, the main story in the 
February issue was “Helping Your Child Face 
Prejuc by Dr. Edward Beasley. 

I think every girl and every mother should 
read this article, and it would help a lot. 

Gwynn Crawford 
San Angelo, Texas 


JAPANESE ROMANCE 


I’ve written before concerning articles ap- 
pearing in Letters to the Editor and I'll write 
again and again, at every chance, especially 
when an article such as Lois Davis, Kansas 
City, Mo., wrote about the story "My Japanese 
Romance" appears. 

I don't care whether you publish anything I 
write, but I shall and will express my thought 
of articles such as Japanese Romance in a re- 
cent issue of your magazine. 

You see, sir, | happen to have spent some 
times Jepan mycelicandulicanisce/ Cah Bi 
Murray's point in writing the story. 

First of all, the Orient is a very romantic, 
fascinating, and extremely cultured place. 
You'll never forget the people once you get to 
know them. 

They're very intelligent, and there is that 
never-ending effort of trying to satisfy. Sure, 
some of the GI's are having the time of their 
lives, those who were lucky and are in Japan. 

But so are the dependents who are in Japan. 
And besides, Cpl. Murray is single. He should 
enjoy life while he can for here in Korea it 
is no picnic. 

There were married men in my unit who 
never left the military reservation. In my own 
life there have been instances where the sweet- 
heart has been at fault. I’ve been as true to 
her as she has been to me. And besides, I’m 
unmarried like Cpl: Murray. 

But how do you, Lois Davis, know that Cpl. 
Bill Murray’s story is true? There are a num- 
ber of things he said which I disbelieve. 

Sure, you and a number of others may be 
true to your husbands and sweethearts, but for 
every one of you who is being true there is a 
soldier to match. 

To be truthful you never really thought about 
that and I’m sure some of the wives and sweet- 
hearts will agree with me. 

Now the people of the East are humans as 
people of the West are, and the every day ne- 
cessities of life are the same the world over. 
And another thing. if you are being so true to 
your husband I can’t see that type person with 
such an ugly, small mind. 

This interracial problem is nothing new, and 
you would be surprised how much the foreign 
people know of the interracial problem in 
America. l apologize, but these things upset 
me and in writing my emotions were not un- 
der supreme control. But these are not just 
my feelings, but those of my fellow soldiers. 

Cpl. Sammie Hansel 
Korea 


LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 
FREE GUT... 10 Day Trial... Buy Mow! 


“MISS BROADWAY” ROSE TINTED LENS 
Ladies rimless. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sid 
and nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. 
Wide library temples are Black, Brown, Blue 
Pearl or Pink Pearl. Comes in Small, Medium or 
Large sizes. Clear, Green, Blue or wonderful 
new ROSE TINTED lens. 

Style No. 314 v ES 


LADIES’ GLITTER BE-BOP 


For that slim figure. Beautiful lightweight Black, 
Brown, Blue Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. Gold 
decorated front and sides. 
Style No. 131 


EXECUTIVE 


Latest fashion men's glasses make you more 
handsome, more attractive to the girls. Ladies 

. . Buy these Hollywood style glasses for all 
your friends . . . they'll love you for it. Brown 
Shell or Black frames. $395 


Style No. 322°... 


“PROFESSOR” BE-BOP 


For that intellectual look. Rimway style, 14 carat 
heavy gold plated top and sides. Clear, Green or 


Blue lens. 

Style No. 303... $395 
Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. 
Style No. 503R $495 


LADIES’ BOP-TOPS 


Smart, appeoling, flattering. Fashions newest 
Black, Blue Pearl or Pink 


Pearl frames. 


Style No. 106. $395 


LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 


One of our very best buys. Black, Brown, Blue 
Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. $995 


Style No. 132. 


GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 


Genuine Optical Zyl. Light or Dark Tortoise Shell, 
Pearl, Pink Pearl or Black frames. Small, 


Sie No. 340. $475 
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eautify your complexion with 


Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It's greaseless (can't cause blackheads) 


—actually checks skin oiliness. 


Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 


softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 


For face powder that clings like 
mist—lipstick that stays 
‘on and on—look for the 
name Black and White. 


Wa s EASY 


Show Gorgeous New Styles 
Actual Samp b s 

Women! Here's a wonderfal opportunity to 

your spare time to make mon: 

to get lovely dresses to wear! 

friends and neighbors exciting newest styi 

lingerie, hosiery, ci wi 

men's shirts, Socks, ete. and take orders 

amazingly low prices, with big profit for yog. 

NO MONEY_NO EXPERIENCE NEEDE] 

‘ou can even get personal dresses 
OUT PAYING ONE CENT FOR THEM. A 


Rush Name for SAMPLES! 


rics and complete, colorful style- 


presentation—all absolutely FREE 4 
— with complete instructions and 
money-1 ing plans. Write today. 


THE MELVILLE COMPANY 
Dept. 67 31 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


Brown, ontique red or black elk leather 
Sizes 4-11, including half sizes. EEE 
width only. Also available in flat heel 


$6.95 


Send For Free Catalog 


conventional loofer 


GLAMOROUS MODEL says: 


OWL 


“Black and White Vanishing Cream 
is my make-up base. Makes my skin 
look brighter, feel softer—keeps my 
make-up looking fresh and bright. 
Even after long hours of posing I keep 
that perfect Photo Finish Look.” 


Remove make-up 
with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with 

Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 


BOSTONIAN SHIRT Sims) 
Here's thrilling money-making oppor- x 
tunity in your town, spare or full time. 

Show famous Bostonian Shirts for men 

and Bostonian man-tailored Blouses| 

for women. All styles, sizes, fabrics, 

colors. Finest quality. LOW PRICES. 

Also rainwear, slacks, underwear, etc. 

No experience needed. 


FRE BIG SALES KIT 
with Fabric Samples 
send name and address. See how easy 
to make big money with old, reliable 
company. Get elaborate, costly presen- 
tation FREE and start at once. 
BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., 89 Bickford St., 
DEPT. P-65 BOSTON 30, MASS. Y. 


LEE MODES Dept. TC 4 ! 
12th Street & 7th Avenve, Babylon, N. Y. I 
Pleose send me pairs of MAMIE | 
Size Width I 
Color 2nd Choice I 
Shoe Pictured Conventional Loafer I 

I 
NAME I 
ADDRESSES ee LL A inu I 


ZONE... STATE 


I 

; ' 

(lam enclosing payment in full. l 
Send postpoid I 
I am enclosing $1.00. Send C.O.D. for balance | 
I 

I 

I 

I 


plus postage 


You save postage and C.O.D. charges if money 
is enclosed. 10 day refund guarantee. 


Letters continues 


TWO-TIMING GI 


I have been reading TAN every month and 
enjoying it very much. I just had to send you 
my thanks for such wonderful stories as *Dope 
Slave" and that super story “Two Timing GI." 
That was the most wonderful story I have ever 
read. You see, my boy friend is one of those 
GIs. This Danny in the story reminds me of 
him so much. He's handsome and shows it. 
But most of all he keeps me guessing like most 
GPs. Most girls after reading this story will 
think about their GI’s. I know I did. 

But all GI's are not like Danny. You can't 
be with your GI all the time. You should 
know that while he is away he is not going to 
be God's Little Angel. So, girls, if you love 
him and vice-versa, there has got to be trust in 
there somewhere. And if there is, you don't 
have to worry about how far your John strays, 
he'll find his way back home! 

Carmen Rainey 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I am a constant reader of TAN CONFESSIONS. 

I enjoy reading it very much. I especially en- 

joyed the story “Two Timing GI.” That story 

should have taught a lesson to many girls and 

women. It should prove to them that love must 

be based upon more than looks. Again I say 

that the Tan Conressions is truly a wonderful 
magazine. Keep up the good work. 

Miss Yvonne Swindall 

Garden City, Kansas 


LOUIS JORDAN 


First, let me wish you all the success pos- 
sible. Then I'd like to say that I think you've 
done a swell job on those of your Tan CONFES- 
SIONS that I have read. 

Now, may I make a comment? Yes or No, 
here it is: I’ve always thought Louis Jordan 
very entertaining and I suppose that he must 
be a nice guy. But! If the cute little guy wrote 
that article in your November Tan Conres- 
SIONS in earnest, please tell him that some of 
us girls are really nice folks, not all vultures. 
He just happened to get the worst of the lot 
(or so it seems) because of his position. 

By this time I’m sure that he shall have 
found somebody as sweet and sincere as he 
deserves. 

Elizabeth Chretien 
Lafayette, Indiana 


DIZZY GILLESPIE 


Tan Conressions is tops, I have been read- 
ing your magazine since the first issue was pub- 
lished. As reading is my hobby, Tan Conres- 
SIONS is only good for one day with me. 

I enjoyed “My Wife Lets Me Play.” I ad- 
mire Mrs. Gillespie for being so broadminded. 
If men and women would learn to conceal their 
jealousy, there would be less divorces. 

As for me I am happily married to the most 
wonderful guy in the world. We are both 
broadminded. Whenever I send a box to Korea 
for my husband, Tan Conressions is always 
in it. He enjoys reading your magazine as 
reading is his hobby, also. 

We are your boosters, reminding you to keep 
up the good work. 

Mrs. Frank A. Dozier 
Lafayette, La. 


I have written to you before. But I did not 
see my name in your magazine. I want to let 
you know that I enjoy your magazine each 
month. I also enjoyed Jermaline Coleman’s 
letter in the January issue. I, too, wish that 
the stories were longer, and I would like to 
read stories about poor people, too. The “Big 


Shot” stories have become monotonous and 
copy-cattish. ig Shot" stories are so com- 
mon until it seems that one author is copying 
from the other, only changing the location and 
occupation of the characters. So some "not- 
so-rich" and from life stories would be ap- 
preciated down this way. 


Vastine Burnham 
Newton, Texas 


BUDGET STORY 


l have recently come into the fold of Tan 
CowrzssioNs readers and I'd like to take this 
method to voice my deep appreciation for the 
interesting and well written stories and articles 
that appear in your magazine each month. 
After I finish my Conresstons I keep a vigil 
on the newsstand waiting for the next issue. 

I have only one complaint with Tan Con- 
FESSIONS. l find that the stories are rather 
short, otherwise the magazine as a whole is 
very educational and in my opinion is setting 
a pace in Negro journalism. 

I particularly enjoyed the s 
the January, 1952 issue, * 
Boss the Family Budget 
continued success. 


ecial feature in 
hould Husbands 
Best wishes for 


John E. Mayer, Jr. 
Los Angeles, California 


FRIENDSHIP CLUB 


My sister and I are readers of Tan Conres- 

s. She enjoys reading it very much and 
is a very good magazine. 

We would like to offer a suggestion. Why 
not start a get-acquainted section in Tan Con- 
FESSIONS. In this you could publish photo- 
graphs, names, ages, height, weight, etc., of 
different people who send in their photos and 
the needed information. 

We realize this is your magazine and we are 
not trying to tell you how to run it, but we 
thought it would be a grand idea. How about 
it? 


Gloria Wilkerson 
Fort Madison, Iowa 


MORE GI STORIES 

We three of Ullmon High enjoy reading TAN 
Co SIONS very much. It has some of the 
most wonderful stories that have ever been pub- 
lished about our race. We would like to make 
some comments about our GI’s. They are 
being very unfair. I think others will agree 
with me, especially those that have loved ones 
in the armed forces. Our boys are making 
fools of themselves falling in love with those 
German white women. We love our soldiers 
but it is very discouraging to know that they 
are stepping out of their race. Let those white 

women get men of their own. race. 
Bernice, Betty, Charlotte 
Birmingham, Alabama 


. have read your magazine for about nine 
months. | would like to say I am so pleased 
to have a magazine of our race so great that it 
has been read by all nations and liked, but I 
have only one complaint to make. 

Let’s have more GI stories. My husband is a 
soldier over in Japan, so let’s have some real 
romance stories about them. 

Mrs. Arthurine Stamps 
Bakersfield, Calif. 


ALABAMA READER 


I am a married woman, age 21, have one 
child, a son, and I am also a monthly reader 
of your Tan CONFESSIONS. 

In reading the Editor’s page of your January 
issue I notice there were,writers from many 
states, telling how they liked your stories and 
some complaining, but none from Alabama. 
Well, I want you to know that we down here 
in Alabama read and like your books, too. I 
know because my friends and I are regular 
readers too. Keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Vivian Langham 
Mobile, Alabama 


ow! Avoid 


Teil Tale Mouth’ 


BREATH NOT AS SWEET, TEETH 
NOT AS CLEAN AS THEY CAN BE 


ipana keeps your whole mouth 
cleaner, sweeter, sparkling! 


Gets teeth cleaner! Studies by dentists 
proved it! What's more, for effectively 
fighting tooth decay, no other tooth 
paste—ammoniated or regular—has ever 
been proved better than Ipana. 


Sweetens breath instantly! Yes, when 
you use Ipana, you actually help re- 
move causes of embarrassing mouth 
odor—leave your mouth feeling clean, 
feeling good—sparkling clean and fresh! 


And don't forget your gums! Brush- 
ing teeth from gum margins toward bit- 
ing edges lets Ipana's active cleansing 
foam help remove irritants that can lead 
to gum troubles! 


Teeth, breath, gums—all three can 
cause "Tell-Tale Mouth." Avoid it with 
refreshing, minty Ipana Tooth Paste! 
See for yourself. Get a tube of Ipana to- 
day at any drug counter. 


NEW! For better cleansing, use the new DOUBLE pury Multifine Tooth Brush. Gives you over 1400 
fine. springy-soft nylon bristles — plus the fwist in the handle. 1000 dentists helped design it. 
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“R's are keeping 
me regular” 
R. F. 


“I recommend 
Nt tablets to all” 
J. C. 


"Never any bad effects” 
C. H.J 


Everywhere People Praise NR —The Laxative That's Kind to You 


All around you are people who have 
turned to Nature's Remedy, Nt Tablets, 
when they need laxative help. They've 
found an Mt Tablet at night the best 
way to assure morning regularity. “R 
is so wonderful," they say. There are no 
perturbing effects . . . instead you feel 
refreshed, invigorated. 


REGULAR 


All-vegetable makes the difference — and 
it is a big difference! M Tablets contain 
10 natural-vegetable laxative élements, 
scientifically compounded. 

Try Nt at our expense. 25 tablets only 
25c. Buy a box at any drug store. Try 
them. If not completely satisfied, return 
box with unused tablets to us. We will 
refund your money plus postage. 


CHILD-SIZE 
COATED 


CANDY 
COATED 


MEN! send for this 
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Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time . 
as mune as $15.00 In a day? 
Then mail coupon below for 
this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 
150 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in made-to- 
measure suits and overcoats. Take orders from friends, 
neighbors, uu IST No experience needed. You'll 
say it’s the greatest way to make money you ever saw. 


SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own personal 
suits and overcoats without paying 1c, a mn to your 

ig cash ings This offer is limited. Rush coupon for 
FREE OUTFIT—today! 


W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. E-664 
500 S. Throop Street. CI i 


>» GIBSON, 
Dear Sir: I WANT A SAMPLE SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying e for it. Rush Valuable 
m and Sample Kit of fabri 


ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
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| $3.95 plus 70e postage on delivery. Or sen 


The Cleanest, Coolest Shaves of Your Life! 
Brand-New, Precision-Made A.C. 


ELECTRIC RAZOR 


TRY IT—without risking I 
for 30 DAYS ON YOUR OWN BEAR! 


Say "goodbye and agod riddance” to old-fashioned shaving 
methods! Start shaving the STERLING ELECTRIC 
way and enjoy the cleanest, coolest, smoothest, most- 
comfortable shaves of your life. Toughest whiskers come 
off clean as a whistle . . . and FAST! The STERLING 
mows 'em down like magic! Yes, here's every advantage 
ot b shar dete. You at an incredible low price . . . only 
eT y! ave the entire low cost in a few 
cream you don't buy! Not 
dget. Tar from it! Precislon-made. Looks, 
es, performs like razors cos! 3, 4 and 5 times 
more! Look at these “expensive razor" features . . 
© 4 precision shaving heads! S Automatic sally galde bar. 
* Hollow-ground cutting blades! e Powerful 60-cycle mot 
. irre Dye in special VE tharos chrome M pied 


ing compound! for lifetime service. 
e AND MO MORE! | Handsome white plastic Ded M ft Cost = 
self-starting, self- nit. self-lubricatit the 


incredible 1 low $4.95 price. . . and DOUBLY GUARANTEED! 


YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY mm TRY IT! 
Make us prove ít! Send for the [S en ay. When it. 
arrives use it on your own beard for 30 days. If you don't 
agree that the Sterling is the shaving value of all time. 

return it for an immediate, no-questlons-asked refund. 
If you keep It, you're protected for ONE YEAR by our 
en guarantee agaínst mechanical defect. Rush your 
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Sterling shaves underarms, legs smooth and fast. You'll 


love it! 
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Boe IN literature and in poetry, 

spring is glorified as the season in 
which great loves begin or culminate in 
great marriages. In real life, there is 
evidence that, as the month of June ap- 
proaches, many new and lasting romantic 
contacts are made. Existing contacts 
mature, becoming richer and more beau- 
tiful. 

Those who have birthdays under the 
zodiacal signs of Aries, Leo and 
Aquarius will feel a rising ardor for the 
persons of their choice during April, and 
will seek outlets in more active social 
lives. This applies also to birthdays un- 
der Gemini, Libra and Aquarius. Alert 
young women will make this the month 
to tone up their wardrobe and improve 
general appearance, in order to make 
the best possible impression on the per- 
son they admire. 
reflect some of the gaiety of April, should 
be used discreetly in the wardrobe— 
colors like Golden Rose, rare scarlet or 
chevalier red. Men can use some of 
these shades in ties, or select more sub- 


Pleasant colors, which 


dued pastel colors for vests and shirts. 
Greens and blues can be the choice for 
secondary shades. 

The emphasis on romance will increase 
from the 10th of April, until the end of 
the month, for at this time the planet 
Venus, whom the Greeks designated as 
the goddess of love and beauty, travels 
through the sign Aries, which is now so 
timely and appropriate. According to 
planetary law, the best results can be ex- 
pected in forming new attachments, en- 
gagements and marriages from the 18th 
of the month on. Prior to this date, there 
is danger of indecision, interference and 
sudden change. (Continued on Page 64) 


da THE 
RECORDS 


By Dan Burley 


M UE RECORD library is short if it 
does not contain some sides by the 
exciting young singer, Tommy Edwards. 
An MGM protege, he has made huge 
strides as a recording star since he first 
came into prominence over a year ago. 
Now 22, Edwards, who was born in Rich- 
mond, Va., the oldest son of a family of 
four, came to New York at the age of 18 
with a bundle of his own compositions 
under his arm and his eyes set on a goal 
of crashing tin pan alley as a composer. 
He had the background in music, hav- 
ing studied along with his other brothers 
under their father, a talented musician, 
himself. But his story along Broadway 
was the same as that of countless thou- 
sands of other songwriters and compos- 
ers. Publishers listened intently to his 
songs which he sang and played on the 
piano, but all they offered was “warm 
encouragement" and a hearty slap on the 
back coupled with hazy remarks about 
“that’s a very good idea you have in that 
tune, but—,” or “You gotta work on 
these tunes a whole lot. I can't take a 
chance putting it out now. 
somebody to record it, though, come and 
see me right away." 
Tommy couldn't eat this advice and 
New York is a hard, tough town to get 


If you get 


hungry in. With an ever-increasing port- 
folio of new songs that fell from his busy 
pen, he had the personal economics of 
the present to worry with. In despera- 
tion, he decided he'd try singing since 
he had what was considered a pretty fair 
In this manner, he was able to 
pay his rent and buy his bread. 
Finally Page 


voice. 


(Continued on 55) 


Fresher and smoother! “I had blem- 
ishes* and a rough, dry skin," says Barbara 
Velasco of New York City. "But 'cream- 
washing' with Noxzema helps my skin look 


smoother and fresher." 


;acNN E 


look lovelieri: 10 days 
“DOCTOR'S HOME FACIAL 


or your money back! 


See for yourself how quickly the 
Noxzema Home Beauty Routine can 
help your skin look smoother, lovelier! 
This easy routine was developed by a 
skin doctor. In actual clinical tests, it 
helped 4 out of 5 women with problem 
skin to have lovelier-looking complexions. 
Surveys show that women all over the 
United States are switching to this sensi- 
ble care. Hundreds report they’re de- 
lighted with the way Noxzema helps heal 
externally-caused blemishes and helps 
skin look fresher, lovelier. 
See how it can help you. No mat- 
ter how many other creams you 
have used, try Noxzema. Remem- 
ber it is a medicated formula. 
That’s one secret of its amazing 
effectiveness! 


If you have a skin problem and long for 
a complexion that wins compliments— 
just give Noxzema’s Home Beauty Rou- 
tine a 10 day trial. 


Noxzema works or money back! 
If not delighted with results, just return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your money 
back! For inexpensive trial take advan- 
tage of LOOK LOVELIER OFFER today. 


Morning: 1. For thorough 
cleansing, ''creamwash" : Apply 
Noxzema liberally to face and 
neck. Then with a cloth wrung 
out in warm water “cream- 
wash" with Noxzema instead of 
using soap. How fresh and clean 
your skin looks! No dry, drawn 
feeling! 

2. Apply Noxzema as a long- 
lasting powder base. S 


Evening: 3. “Creamwash” 
again with Noxzema. See how 
it washes away make-up, dirt. 
4. Now apply Noxzema as your 
night cream to help your skin 
look softer and smoother. Pat 
a bit extra over any blemishes* 
to help heal them. It's medi- 
cated —that's one secret! And 
it's greaseless, too. No smeary 
face! No messy pillow! 


*externally-caused 


look lovelier offer! 
Get thai eene 


Use this trial jar—see how much 
D lovelier it helps your skin look 


& then save money by getting 
GIANT 10 oz. JAR 
only 89€ plus tax 


At any drug or cosmetic counter 


POU OTE UPE 


` 


Compliments 


come in every jar of 


bleaching cream 


e Lightens skin fast 
e Lessens shine 


e Results guaranteed from just one jar 


See for yourself what millions have 


already proven about the wonderful 
bleaching and clearing action of 
NADINOLA Cream. See how it gives 
your skin that creamier, brighter, 
clearer appearance that makes men 
look at you with new interest and 
women say, “how lucky she is to have 


such lovely skin!” 


Use NADINOLA to lighten your com- 
plexion, to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smoother, 
look clearer and lovelier. There are 2 
kinds of NADINOLA—one specially for 
oily skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
give you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both fully guar- 
anteed. Get NADINOLA 60¢ to $1.25. 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream contains no 
eao il, no grease. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ and $1.25. 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original, ever- 


famous 


adinola ` 


Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine. 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 
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Want A Gov't Job? 


START HIGH AS $3,795.00 YEAR 


MEN—WOMEN. Thousands of po- 
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|, next examinations. Write imme- 

diately for free 32-page book, with 
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9 particulars telling how 
to prepare. Grade 
school education neces- 
sary. Veterans get 
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. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 


> (Not Government 
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By Helen Sides 


S WINTER relaxes its cold clutch 

and springtime comes, there is a 
new stirring of nature, with plants turn- 
ing green and blossoming, with roots 
groping through the soil for new food. 
This annual phenomenon is part of the 
common stream of life, of which man is 
a part. But mankind often forgets that 
it also shares in this common stream. 
Many human beings are conscious only 
of their unique, individual place in the 
world, not realizing that all life is inter- 
related. 


It is true that man has free will, which 
is denied the lower forms of life. Into 
his hands has been thrust the richest of 
all gifts—the gift of choice. In choosing 
his path, he can expand and enrich his 
life, or narrow it to an aimless routine. 
The decision is his to make. 

In this season of change, when all na- 
ture is participating in an annual resur- 
rection, you should carefully measure 
your own life—your achievements and 
failures, virtues and shortcomings. Right 
now is the time to do so. Why not let 
handwriting analysis, as a diagnostic 
tool, help you by revealing your true 
character traits and potentialities? Learn 
more about yourself. Never stop trying 
to improve. 

Expand and develop the talents you 
now possess. 

For those whose letters to me have ex- 
pressed depression, here is a simple sug- 
gestion: Regard each day as a little life- 
time which is born at daybreak. Then 
lift the problems of the day as high as 
you can reach spiritually, knowing they 
can be solved by your faith. You must 
have faith in your ability calmly and 
courageously to (Continued on Page 64) 


TEEN 
TALK 


ERALD and Geraldine look like two 
black-eyed peas in a pod. They 
dress alike, act alike, are treated alike 
and you never see one without the other. 
Gerald and Geraldine are identical twins. 
With twins that is the way it is supposed 
to be. 
who make up just plain brother and 
sister teams and are alike only in that 
you have the same father and mother, 
there are problems. 


But for you other guys and gals 


Whether the eldest or the youngest of 
a brood, there are both advantages and 
disadvantages, joys and sorrows. Brother 
and sister can have one big fight after 
another, then again, they can have more 
fun than a bushel of monkeys. A lot de- 
pends, of course, upon your home and 
parents, but more depends upon how you 
react to your responsibilities as the eldest 
child or your consideration of others as 
mommie’s smallest angel. 

If you are the first-born you can al- 
ways pull rank on the next of kin. Never 
are you the victim of hand-me-downs. Be- 
ing older, you can usually begin dating 
earlier, staying out longer. You may even 
receive a larger allowance. But looking 
on the other side of the coin, you will 
be hearing certain phrases from Mother 
and Father applicable only to you for the 
rest of your life at home. 

“You are older than she is. You should 
know better!” admonishes Mom as she 
whams you over the head for letting 
younger sister talk you into going to a 
movie instead of coming straight home 
from school. 

“Give that back to your little brother!” 
yells Pop, “You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, a great big girl like you!” So 
you return your beautiful new atomizer 
to the little monster so he can spray his 
flea-ridden pup. 

Being your brother’s keeper and your 
sister’s baby sitter can certainly put a 
strain on the social life of a teen-ager, 
whether the age differential is great or 


small. No date can understand why you 
must be shackled with the family small 
fry on your one gala night out, and even 
if you do not have to play wet nurse all 
through the party, leaving home with the 
warning, “. . . and don’t you dare re- 
turn without her!” can put a damper on 
the sweetest disposition, dull the bright- 
est romance. 

For the teen-age “baby of the family,” 
You aren’t 
old enough to smoke, shave or use cos- 


life also has its seamy side. 
metics. You cannot date for another 
year yet. You are too young to wear a 
formal. You cannot go anywhere alone. 

As compensation for the “cant’s,” the 
second or last mother’s child is often a 
favorite. But look at it from your parents’ 
point of view. They blew the works on 
older brother. They hauled him down 
to the pediatrician every month and 
charted his life by child guidance man- 
uals. As a baby he was allowed to cry 
out his fits of temperament and if he did 
not eat his pablum, he did not eat. 

Along you come, all brown and dim- 
pled, and mama and papa throw away 
the books. 
paragon of adolescent loveliness, despite 
modern methods of feeding and caring 
for the young, so your early upbringing 
was pretty much as you—not the doctor 
—ordered. Poor mamma and papa. Now 
they have two spoiled brats. 

If they treat you both alike you feel 
that your individuality is being ignored, 
your budding personality smothered. As 
a girl, you think that you should have 
all the privileges. You want the lion’s 
share of attention and can’t see why 
every cent of daddy’s income beyond 
living expenses can’t be spent on your 
personal wardrobe. As a boy, you feel 
that you are able to take care of yourself, 
should be left more on your own. You 
balk at household chores and scorn any 
show of parental affection. You want 
only two things (Continued on Page 67) 


Brother, they realize, is no 
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his pipe and filling it. “What gets me, Somehow, I managed to switch the 
Alfreda, is that incidents like this one conversation to a safer subject without 
give our fair town a bad name," he con- having to answer Burt's casual question 
tinued half-seriously. “People from other about my birthplace. But I hadn’t done 
cities come here and get into trouble. it before he had made very clear what he 
Then big, bad New York gets the blame. thought about smalltown girls. I winced 
Why, half the people who live here are inwardly as Burt repeated stories of nice 


from some other part of the country. country girls who sought their fortunes 


“That’s right,” I agreed. “I don't be- in New York, only to wind up walking 
lieve I’ve ever met a native New Yorker. the streets, haunting the low-class bars, 
^ 2 Q ^en , SY. Ar 
Burt made a sweeping bow. “Well, ong filling the call houses. 
you've met one now, beautiful! He Burt was vocational director of a big 
: ed his chi 4 . “You cer- 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully one agency that also had a department for 
tainly could pass for a native. You've RR A 
L AR EENT a E È rehabilitating “wayward” youth. 
got that ‘big city’ air about you. l'll bet "S S. > 
Lae Ç The vast majority of those kids—es- 
you were born in Chicago—or maybe : : A Stes 
Philly.” s pecially the girls—are from the sticks, 
hilly. ] T 
yo 9» he told me. "The college town where I 
"You're sure of that?" I asked, x 


n 5 went to school was positively dead, but 
smoothing lotion over my hands. I E " ) i i 
YES 2 a ruess zs have change ce then. 
"Positive! As I said, you just look gucar Une C CANRO SCE 
5 - 7 3 E s Nowadays. anything goes!” 
like it. You certainly don’t act like a owadays, anything goes 


fugitive from the sticks,” he continued. My hands trembled as I refilled his 
“You could never pull a crazy stunt like glass. Suppose I told him I was a “hick 
» chick," as he phrased it? What if I re- 


vealed that I was barely two years away 


those three chicks in the newspape 


Burt winked and gave a “wolf whistle. 


i “But then, I always did hear that there’s from a typical smalltown in Ohio, one 
F ott ; ; ] i ? W 
A Ur nothing wilder than a smalltown girl he had probably never heard of? Would 
VE these days—unless it's three of them!” he show the (Continued on Page 65) 


100% NYLON 
“BODY BEAUTIFUL” 
Bra, waist-nipper, garter 
belt! Zipper front, 


SNL TOWN GIRS ies as Q 
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When Alfreda learned her fiance had strong ideas about the morals of small-town 
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White, Black. $ 

~N Sizes: 32 to 38, B-Cup; 75. 
— ehee Ee t 


| FREDERICK'S of Hollywood, vest. 6s 
| 4742 W. Washingtion Blvd., Los Angeles 16, Calif. 


"TULIP TOP" Twosome n Fd» 
% I 
“SPIRIT OF PARIS” 


Blouse — 100% NYLON LACE 
Dream Dress. 
Pink, Black, White. SO French! "Pouf" 


GUESS what started my story was spending spree in Fifth Avenue shops sides, this place is so small I can stand 
Burt's reading about the recent case and drinks in swanky bars, wound up in right here at the sink and look at you to 
involving those three smalltown New a hotel with a young man she'd just met. my heart's content!” 
England girls who came down to New “What can you expect from a country Burt had fixed himself a drink and 
York to embark on a wild spree that girl?” Burt laughed, glancing up at me proceeded to read aloud the latest news. 
made headlines across the country. One from the paper he was reading. We'd Now, after reading about the escapade of 


“TRIPLE TREASURE” 
Three-Piece Cape Suit 

Buy of the year! 2-tone 
sleeveless jacket, slim 
skirt, flared cape. Silky 
GABARDINE”. Sizes: 10-20. 
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Ë ^ E < z Gr ith Royal; Sizes: 32 to 38. $8.49 4 thay weist, tic l My bust measures__ inches; waist 
of the girls was a babysitter who had just had dinner at my apartment and I the three young girls, he tossed the paper pda) Peta Posse bocas 7 I o iener con. 
stolen several thousand dollars from her had flatly refused his help with the aside and came over to me. He reached 98 pim enc UE poets l 
employer and fled to the Big City for a dishes. for a dish towel, but I snatched it away 3/8 a < LE Black Taffeta* Now ^ £16 98 l Name — — —— ——— 

"good time." She brought two of her "There's plenty of time for that after from him. à pein Ne eee 0 608 — 82.98 — Address. L— = — 
teen-age girl friends along. and after a — we're married, darling,” I told him. “Be- "Okay, okay!" he grinned, pulling out "RSS ONEY-BACK GUARANTEE NN RA E City &2o04 C —————— u 
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how he proposed 


By MRS. ILLINOIS JACQUET 


B EFORE 1946 Illinois Jacquet was 
merely a name to me. But he was 

a very distinguished and celebrated 
name in the world of jazz. I had heard 
his records and been thrilled by his puls- 
ing tenor sax. I had seen him perform 
in person and been utterly fascinated by 
the man’s dynamic energy and his ability 
to reach astounding high notes on his 
He represented the jazz 
tenor saxophone to me as well as one of 
the most unique and creative musical 
That’s what Illinois 
Jacquet meant to me before that fateful 
evening of the Alpha Phi Alpha dance at 
Howard University when I met the guy. 
I can’t say I wasn’t a little excited. I 
was a humble college student. Our meet- 
ing happened in a funny way. Illinois 
was interested in one of my girl friends, 
who couldn’t attend the dance. I was her 
replacement for the evening. The big 


instrument. 


minds in America. 


event of the night for me was meeting 
Jacquet whose “Flying Home” had be- 


come a national by-word in popular mu- 
sic. I found Illinois charming, modest 
and so likeable but he didn’t have much 
to say to me then. 

We discovered immediately that we 
had something in common—identical 
moles on the same fingers. 
laughed. “Maybe it means something,” 
he said. “Maybe it’s an omen.” Per- 
haps it was, for soon we were seeing a 
lot of each other. 


Illinois 


Nine months later we met again in a 
dinky little hamburger joint near the 
Howard campus. Illinois had something 
on his mind. After some time he began 
to tell me what it was. He said he had 
been thinking a lot about me and ad- 
mired me. I was surprised and flattered. 
Illinois continued talking and became 
very serious. At last he blurted out, 
“Look, I need a wife. I want a wife and 
I think you'll make the kind of wife I’ve 
always wanted. Won’t you marry me, 
Barbara?” (Continued on Page 50) 
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MI 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 24, and have 
been married three years to a man who 
is 34. We have a 22-month-old child. 
My husband is very jealous of me, and 
never wants me to go anyplace. I can’t 
visit a girlfriend without his arguing 
about it. Do you think the fact that he is 
older than I might have something to do 
with it? And how can I ever be happy 
with him? 

“Chris” 

Dear Chris: Maybe your husband’s 
age has something to do with his attitude, 
but not necessarily. Some men are just 
so insecure that they become extraordi- 
narily jealous of their wives. If he won’t 
let you visit people alone, or make 
friends alone, why not start finding 
friends whom both you and he will en- 
joy being with? Husbands and wives 
need mutual friends, and you should en- 
courage this in your marriage. If he will 
let them visit you when he is home for a 
hand of bridge or canasta, then later it 
will seem natural for the two of you to 
return the call. In time, maybe he will 
loosen the reins a bit. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: My husband is a 
very heavy drinker, and this is wrecking 
our marriage. I love him very much and 
want to live with him if I can, but I can- 
not bear his drinking and he will not 
stop. Until he gets drunk, he is every- 
thing I could want in a husband. But 
after he takes a few drinks he says ugly 
things to me and treats me terribly bad. 
He loves me, I (Continued on Page 74) 
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your most intimate marriage problem 
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yet they have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant” 
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3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They're greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
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ust mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-24 
orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
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envelope. 


Name. 


Address. 


Style No. 710 
Style No. 711 


Sizes: 9-17 
rt. 83 


Sizes 40-48 
2014-282 


Style No. 713 
Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 h E 


Sizes 40-48 
204-284 


Style No. 714—A crackling rayon 
taffeta dress cut out for a party. Ex- 
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different every time you wear it. 
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to its wide, wide skirt, a dress that's 
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HEN I was 18 and in love, nothing 
seemed impossible. Not even ma 
ing my marriage with Dick a happy one 
even though he had to support his in- 
fant daughter and divorced wife on an 
ordinary salary. 

A couple of years later when I was 
married—and still in love—I reached the 


point where I thought life itself impos 


sible. In fact, I was desperate and 


depressed and I became so criminally 
negligent that my own beloved child lost 
But that wasn't 


even the worst. Thinking it over now. I 


his life because of it. 


wonder how I could have arrived at the 


Dick looked at me intently, leaned forward 
slowly until our lips burned together in a 


kiss. 


stage where I could coldly and deliber- 
ately contemplate taking a human life— 
a life which was flesh of my own flesh— 
but I did get to that stage. If it hadn’t 
been for some divine fate which watches 
over all of us, I guess there wouldn’t 
have been anything worth living for my 
self. 

Now my 


topsy-turvy existence has 


come sort of right-side up and things are 
looking something like they did in the 
days when I first met Dick. 

I fell for Dick the minute I laid eyes on 
I'd just finished high 
had taken my first job, working in the 
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him. :hool and 


Dick and Linda decided they could have a good marriage 


even if there were financial problems, but they reckoned 


without some things like having children and not enough 


money to support them. 


office of Smith’s Garage. My desk was 
against one wall next to a sliding win- 
dow that opened into the big, barn-like 
garage. I was studying the various forms 
Mr. Smith had given me to file when the 
sudden appearance of a grinning, grease- 
streaked face right at my elbow shocked 
a startled scream from my lips. The lit- 
tle window slid open. The roar of mo- 
tors and the noise from the fender repair 
shop rushed into the little office. I saw 
movement of lips and the flashing white 
teeth but couldn’t hear a word. The win- 
dow slid shut and a moment later the 
young man strode into the office. 

I measured the broadness of his shoul- 
ders in the soiled mechanic’s coverall, 
studied the regular features of his face 
under the oil and grease. He had a $10 
bill pinched between two fingers of his 
square, capable-looking hand. “I’m Dick 
Winters,” he said, wiping his hands on 
a rag. "You're supposed to make out a 
sales slip. Like this.” 

I watched him as he reached for the 
order pad and wrote “carburetor adjust- 
ment" and “set of spark plugs,” getting 
a big smear on the tablet. Í rang up the 
amount as Mr. Smith had instructed me 
and handed him the change, wondering 
how it would feel if my fingers were 
smoothing the ridge of wrinkles from his 
forehead. 

Dick did come to the party, looking 
very handsome as I proudly introduced 
him around to Sis and the gang. He did 
seem older than the rest of us, but not 
because he looked it. It was more the 
quiet, thoughtful expression in his eyes 
and the way he took his time giving an 
opinion or making a move. And yet he 
was loads of fun. 

We lived in a big old house and used 
the basement for a game room. There 
was nothing fancy, just a portable rec- 
ord player, a table for serving hot dogs 
and cokes. and plenty of room for danc- 
ing. Square dancing was all the rage 
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and swinging up and down to the lively 
music seemed to put Dick in the gay, 
boisterous spirit of the party. The exer- 
tion soon tired us and finally we went 
outside to cool off. Dick and I headed 
for a bench out by the garage. His hand 
was under my elbow to guide me down 
the steps and along the gravel path that 
I could follow with my eyes shut. I 
found myself wishing we could go on 
like that forever, just the two of us in the 
dark, past the row of houses to the road 
that led out into the country, on and 
on.... 

Being unsure of myself and riding on 
a wave of elation I guess T talked too 
much and laughed too loudly. Dick 
didn't say much, just sat there watching 
me in the dim light from the back porch. 
Finally I stopped my silly chattering and 
we moved closer. For a long moment 
there wasn't any sound except our 
breathing, hard and fast. My heart 
jumped when he reached out to touch 
my hand. I waited. Why was he hesi- 
tating? I wondered. Did he think I was 
too young? How could he think that 
after holding my warm, responsive body 
so close in his arms while we danced? 

At last, with a half-suppressed groan, 
Dick put his arms around me. He looked 
at me intently. He Jeaned forward slowly 
until our lips burned together in a long, 
searching kiss. A new, strange sensation 
raced through me like wildfire, turning 
my heart into a pulsing, flaming fountain 
of desire. 

Dick was the first to pull away, shak- 
ing his head as if to clear it. “Linda— 
Linda!” he groaned. “I shouldn’t do 
this. It’s all wrong, but—” He gripped 
my shoulders, unaware of the pressure 
of his fingers. “You’re so sweet, so de- 
sirable you make me forget.” 

I quivered in his strong grasp. “Is— 
is that bad?” 

He nodded. “I thought I could keep 
myself from falling in love with you. 


But now that I have, I’ve got to tell you. 
I've got to warn you—" 

I covered his lips with my fingertips. 
*Darling, whatever it is, do you think it 
would make any difference? I’m not a 
child. Pm a woman and I know what I 
want" I added. throwing my arms 
around his neck. 

He unlocked my hands and pulled 


away. "I don't know where to begin," he 
said in an agonized voice. “You see— 
I’ve been married before. We had a 
child, a little girl." 


HE JOY that had been bubbling up 

inside me died down, leaving me dead 
like a glass of stale ginger ale. “What 
about your wife?” I asked listlessly. 


o- now, m unreasonable." I yelled, furiously blowing smoke up into the air. “Well, 


a nd tired of bills, bills. bills. Maybe you can live on love. I can’ 


"Wife? Oh, darling!" Dick pleaded. 
“What kind of heel do you take me for? 
No, I’m free—we were divorced.” 

My heart began to beat again. “I’m 
sorry,” I told him, “that your marriage 
didn’t work out, I mean.” 

“We were both too young, and it’s 
over now,” he said in a low voice. “But 


Em not really free. I’ve no right to 
even think about you, the way I have 
ever since that first day.” He took a deep 
breath. “I’ve got to take care of my lit- 
tle girl, Betty. I send Arlis and Betty 
eighty dollars a month. That doesn’t 
leave me much to spend on a girl, let 
alone get married again,” he added bit- 
terly. (Continued on Page 56) 
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When her musician husband’s 
| Jenny couldn't decide whether 
realized he wasn't the only 


You couldn't blame any woman who went for Rex's handsome, 
smooth and clean-cut looks. Often, he took over the leader's baton 
and then he would grin and his eyes would light up happily. 
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cheating ways came to light, 
to forgive him—until she 
one who had sinned. 


I DISCOVERED my weakness for good 

jazz music when I was just a little kid 
in pigtails. By the time I became a 
teen-ager, | was an addict—a swooning 
bobby-soxer. Armstrong, playing his 
patented hot, high notes on the golden 
horn, left me breathless. The powerhouse 
codas of Goodman’s band “sent me,” as 
we kids used to say. That man Hodges 
only made me drool with his mellow- 
flowing saxophone. Yet, my main dish 
was jazz piano. That music simply 
“gassed” me, and if you don’t under- 
stand what I am saying . . . well, I never 
could rightly explain it to myself. 

It was this great fondness for piano 
music and piano players that caused me 
to fall in love with Rex Phillips. When 
you talk about piano players—I mean 
the top guys who played really great, 
beautiful, soulful jazz—then you must 
talk about Rex. He was a “natural,” or, 
as a musician friend once told me: “That 
boy was born with ‘88’ fingers.” 

1 wish he had told me how good Rex 
was at playing false notes on a poor girl’s 
heartstrings! 

There was a time when I came to hate 
Rex because I found out that he was just 
as good at playing false notes on my 
heartstrings as he was on the black and 
white keys. Only, now I know that he 
wasn't the only one to blame for the mess 
our lives almost became. | know that 
you can't go through life hurting other 
people, then expecting never to come-up 
hurt yourself. I felt pretty sorry for my- 
self when I got hurt, but I realized after 
a while, that it was only what I deserved. 
To explain what happened, I'll have to 


Rex's strong, clear voice, blending with mine, seemed to promise that all our sins would 
be forgiven and that our past happiness would again become reality. 


take you back to my jazz-mad teen-age 
days. 

Iknow. Already you're thinking that 
I was a giddy young chick who spent all 
of my time jitterbugging, listening to hot 
records, popping gum, and talking jive. 
Well, I guess I was giddy, but most of 
the time during my teens, I had to sneak 
my enjoyment of jazz—something like 
other kids sneaked smokes. 

You see, my Dad was the minister at a 
small church in a Greater Los Angeles 
suburb. Mother directed his choir. They 
were old-time religionists who believed 
in living up to their strict interpretation 
of the spiritual code. They had visions 
that someday their only daughter would 
go off to Africa and become a missionary 
or nurse to the people over there. Dad 
made me work in the church when I was 
so young Í still wanted to play “Ring 
Around the Rosie." 

“You’ve got to set an example for the 
others, even though you are young." he 
told me. Sometimes he cautioned me: 
“Always remember, Jenny, you're Rev- 
erend Smitl/s daughter!” My life was 
an endless round of Sunday services. 


prayer meetings, and revivals. At home 
—a neat, little California-styled bunga- 
low—I was closeted in a sacred atmos- 
phere as totally unyielding, fun-wise, as 
the cold, gray walls of a jailhouse. 

Now, don't get me wrong. I always 
believed in God; but I was young and I 
wanted to “live.” Other kids seemed to 
have all the fun while I had none, other 
than my jazz caught on the fly, so to 
speak. So, I guess it was natural that I 
rebelled against my cloistered life and 
my parents. 

Dad and Mother were old-fashioned 
and they were stern. Dad, his bass voice 
peeling out threats of hell and damna- 
tion, preached against drinking and 
blamed the ills of the world on “John 
Barleycorn.” Dancing, he said, was a 
stimulant for wild sex orgies. And, jazz 
music was the “devil’s own tunes, played 
to make sinners dance." He raised a fuss 
every time I tuned in Basie or Lunceford 
on the radio. 

Because of all this, I joined some of 
the more hep kids and got my enjoyment 
of jazz after school hours, listening to 
the juke box at (Continued on Page 61) 
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NE WOULD say a woman was a fool 
to deliberately destroy her man’s 
love even though she cares for him des- 
perately. Yet that is just what I have 
done and with full knowledge of what I 
was doing. I did it because I had to; 
because I found that marrying a white 
man—anyway, the white man I married 
—was the worst mistake I’d ever made. 
Many people will not understand even 
though I tell my story truthfully, but I 
must tell it not only to relieve my own 
mind but for the sake of those who may 
find themselves in the same desperate 
trap. 

My story is really as old as time, but 
my personal experience started about six 
years ago, when I decided I wanted to go 
to college. I knew all the difficulties in- 
volved, but I was lucky in having an un- 
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or. Wildly, I groped 
for the instrument. `l felt desperately about the floor, my heart’. 
beating wildly with: fear as; suddenly. went blind, “= 
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derstanding mother. Together, she and 
I figured out that although there wasn’t 
enough money for me to attend school in 
the daytime, if I got a job, I could go at 
night. I had several brothers and a sis- 
ter, and we weren’t by any. means rich, 
but mother agreed that perhaps I would 
have a better chance in life if I went to 
college. So, when I finished high school, 
I got a job as an elevator operator and 
went to one of the city colleges at night. 
It wasn’t too hard, because I had an 
eager mind and the chance to learn 
seemed very exciting to me. 

In my second year psychology course 
I met Ken. Furtively observing him in 
class, I was shocked to realize how much 
he appealed to me. It wasn’t only the 
wholesome look about him which inter- 
ested me, but the boyishly intelligent way 


he acted, spoke and carried himself in 
class. Yes, shock was my reaction for, 
though I had experienced many a violent 
crush the object had always been some- 
one of my own race. Ken was an attrac- 
tive boy, tall, with light hair which curled 
slightly and blue eyes. For the first 
couple of weeks we didn’t exchange a 
word, although I got the impression that 
he was as curious about me as I was 
about him. 

Maybe if Ken had been seated halfway 
across the room from me, the magnetism 
which sprung up bringing us irresistibly 
together would never have occurred. But 
it’s awfully hard to ignore someone who’s 
sitting next to you—especially someone 
looking, acting and speaking as Ken did. 

One evening as I started out of the 
class, Ken and I bumped into each other 


going through the door. I murmured an 
apology and was about to go on my way 
when he stopped me. 

“Could you 


stop and have a cup of coffee with me 


. . . I mean, would you 


before you go home?" he said shyly. 

I was so taken aback that before I real- 
ized what I was saying I had murmured 
that I'd like to. As we walked down the 
street I reminded myself fiercely that 
there was no reason why I shouldn't have 
a cup of coffee with the boy, there was 
certainly no harm in that. 

We talked about the course that night. 
It was fun talking about school and the 
professors. Somehow, after that, we 
found ourselves stopping for coffee the 
two nights a week that we both had psy- 
chology. I was a little worried about it, 
but I shoved the worry to the back of my 


mind. What harm could there possibly be 
in the friendship? Certainly it wouldn’t 
go very far. Ken need never know how 
deeply I was beginning to feel about him. 
I had been trained not to show my real 
feelings. The frustrating thing about it 
was that Ken seemed to be the answer to 
all the things I had wanted in a man. We 
liked the same music, books and movies. 
I never had any difficulty explaining any- 
thing to him. Ken seemed to know what 
I meant almost before I had said it. I 
knew, although I never admitted it even 
to myself, that he was my man, but I also 
knew that he never could be. 

Ken had a:good job in one of the big 
advertising companies in New York. Of 
course, he was only twenty-four, but al- 
ready he had a promising future. His 
employers were enthusiastic about his 


Carol never believed 

her interracial marriage 
would work out. Maybe it 
was her lack of faith which 
explained why Ken and she 
had such a hard time 


making a success of it. 


taking the college courses at night. Ap- 
parently they had big plans for his fu- 
ture. Ken was such a dear person that 
he deserved all sorts of success. I made 
up my mind that nothing in his friend- 
ship for me was going to endanger his 
career. 

Several times Ken had asked me for a 
date, other than our coffee dates, and 
each time I had made some casual but 
logical excuse why it was impossible. As 
Ken became more persistent about dating 
me and carrying our friendship past the 
coffee-after-class stage, a paralyzing sus- 
picion began to take possession of me. I 
had never once thought of it before be- 
cause I had just assumed that I was 
looked upon by others as a Negro. But 
I began to realize with horror, that it was 
quite possible Ken didn't know. After 
all, I had all the facial characteristics 
which belonged to women of Ken's own 
race. I had a fair skin and “blow” hair. 

One night, about six months after we'd 
had our first cup of coffee, I found out 
that Ken did know my racial back- 
ground. 

“Look, Carol," he said gently, “Let's 
thrash this thing out right now. What's 
wrong? Don't you want to go out with 
me. If that’s it, just say so and I won't 
bother you any more." 

I caught my breath. “I think you 
know the answer, Ken," I said unstead- 
ily. “But if you want me to put it into 
words, I will. I’m a Negro and you're 
white. I live in Harlem and you live in 
a normal society. Perhaps because I’m 
light, you thought I was Spanish or some- 
thing. People have made that mistake 
before." 

“No, Carol,” he said softly. “I knew 
you were a Negro. But I don’t see why 
the color of (Continued on Page 52) 
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Dancing to the rhythm of the drums, Rose 
Hardaway does number which attracted 
rapt attention of thousands of Broadway- 
ites, won her accolades in national publica- 
tions. Rose was once a barmaid. 


24 


Once upon a time Rose Hardaway resented the off-stage 

attentions of male admirers attracted by her dance of pas- 

sion but then she discovered they belonged to her 10,000 
lovers. 


By ROSE HARDAWAY 


F WILSON’S Broadway gossip 

column recently carried an item con- 
cerning one of the many postponements 
of the Frank Sinatra-Ava Gardner mar- 
riage, caused, Wilson said, by a quarrel 
that started at the Sugar Hill Cafe, the 
Broadway night club where I am appear- 
ing. The next day, Harlem columnist 
Sonny Murrain claimed to know the de- 
tails. He wrote: “. .. tis said that 
Frankie’s ungoverned enthusiasm over 
the dancing of Rose Hardaway met with 
Ava’s disfavor. Come now, Ava, Frankie’s 
human, like the thousands of males who 
have labelled Hardaway ‘the sexiest thing 
on Broadway.’ ” 

From this and other items about me in 
the papers, you might get the wrong idea 
of what I am really like. The press has 
been wonderful to me ever since I went 
into show business, even if they do often 
toss around words like “sensual,” “tor- 
rid,” and “savage,” in describing my 
dance routines. If I’ve learned anything 
in the five years I’ve been dancing it’s 
that people too often judge me by the 
primitive emotions my dancing arouses 
in them. 

It’s amazing how primitive some peo- 
ple’s ideas can get as they watch the siz- 
zling kind of routine which I do as an 
exotic dancer. It used to annoy me that 
many of the young wolves or middle- 
aged romeos in my audiences felt that 
my passionate dancing was an advertise- 
ment that gave them the green light to 
send me the darnedest notes or seek me 
out backstage to make the nerviest prop- 
ositions. One dear soul who owns a 
large business enterprise in the East was 
thoroughly taken aback when I sweetly 
but firmly rejected his proposition. He 
wanted to give me a Cadillac (he had 
heard that all our people like Cadillacs). 


He wanted to set me up in a dream apart- 
ment and open charge accounts for me 
in the Big City. He was one of those 
characters whose wife “misunderstood” 
him. There have been any number of 
propositions of the kind and, as I say, it 
used to annoy me that people operate on 
the theory that show girls can’t be good 
girls. 

I have a different attitude now. No, 
I’m still not accepting any Cadillacs or 
penthouse apartments. I have a little too 
much pride in my own ability to struggle 
along to do that. I also have my daugh- 
ter, Diedra, to think about. I want her 
to be able to grow up with the knowledge 
that her mother did things the decent 
way. To get back to the change in my 
attitude toward the panting, lover-boys 
who “get ideas” from the rhythm of an 
undulating torso or the curves of hips 
and the arch of shapely legs, I’ve come 


10,000 LOVERS 


to regard them with more understanding. 

The change came about because of a 
specific incident. I once had an ugly 
little session with a persistent would-be 
suitor who had caught the show six or 
seven times. He had besieged me with 
flowers, candy and perfume—and the in- 
evitable note begging for a date. When 


I had received the first note, I had seen 
my would-be Prince Charming to inform 
him pleasantly that the fact that I was in 
show business didn’t mean that I went 
out with strangers. I thanked him for 
his invitation, but Prince Charming 
wouldn’t take no for an answer. In the 
course of the conversation, it came out 


that he was married and had three chil- 
dren. 

“So what,” he had commented. “You’ve 
been around young lady. I can tell from 
the way you dance. Don’t try to kid me 
and don’t give me that innocent line.” 

This was his attitude consistently. 
Finally, I’m afraid I lost my temper a bit 


and wasn’t too nice about letting him 
know quite definitely that I could live 
without the attentions of a married man. 
I finally got rid of him and I hoped it 
was for the last time. But the knowledge 
that I had had to boil over, the strain of 
hard work and the memory of the sneer 
on my disappointed suitor’s face all 
proved too much for me suddenly. 

Before I knew it, I was sobbing quiet- 
ly. giving in to a feeling of desperation. 

The dressing room door, slightly ajar 
behind me, opened wider. I looked up 
into my mirror to see Smart Affairs Pro- 
ducer Larry Steele standing watching me. 

“What’s the matter, doll?” Larry 
asked in his quiet, reassuring way. 

That made me really bawl because 
Larry had always been so nice and un- 
derstanding, had helped me and my ca- 
reer in so many ways that I felt really 
close to him, felt I could take my prob- 
lems to him. I told him brokenly what 


I shall never forget those words. I 
want to say right here that I’ve found 
out they were true—and I love my ten 
I try to be worthy of 
them. And perhaps their wives, mothers 


thousand lovers. 


and sweethearts would be interested in 
knowing that when the curtain calls are 
over, the grease paint removed and the 
scanty costumes changed, I’m no differ- 
ent from any other young mother whose 
main concern is the welfare of a six-year- 
old daughter. 

My story is a series of ups and downs, 
happiness and heartbreak. It is the story 
of a girl thrown out into the world on 
her own at the age of 13, married at 15 
and divorced at 20; the story of a strug- 
gling hoofer who was skyrocketed over- 
night from the chorus line into feature 
spots on Broadway. Although the story 
is still being written, the most glorious 
chapter, to date, was told at Jack Benny’s 


Girl who Winchell said had most beautiful legs on 


Broadway started in show business 


ecause she couldn’t 


stand being dependent on others for the important 
things in life. 


was bothering me. When I had finished, 
it was the words he said which helped 
me revise my thinking and increase my 
knowledge of life behind and in front of 
the footlights. 

“Honey,” Larry observed, perching on 
the edge of my dressing table. “Never 
let that kind of incident disturb or up- 
set you. It’s one of the things people in 
show business have to face. And we al- 
ways have to remember that even when 
people on the other side of the rail be- 
come annoying or persistent or even in- 
toxicated, they are just giving vent to 
their frustrations. 
repair frustrations. Of course, you were 
right to turn him down. But never lose 
your temper doing it. Remember that 
you're a lovely illusion on stage and 
quite as lovely backstage. Every man 
who sees and watches the enchantment 


We're in business to 


of your body thinks you are potentially, 
personally his. Every man becomes, to 
some degree, your lover. Remember, 
Rose, you have ten thousand lovers. But 
always remain worthy of the purest part 
of their love." 
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20th anniversary celebration held a few 
weeks ago at the Waldorf Astoria hotel. 
In order for you to realize how thrilled 
I was at being chosen to join with great 
names in show business in paying tribute 
to the famed comedian, you'd have to 
know how far down on the ladder I 
started. 

My story begins 23 years ago in Ar- 
kansas, but now those early years are 
just hazy memories, full of pain and 
tragedy. My mother died when I was 
four years old and from then on Dad 
didn't even try to rear two motherless 
girls. My sister Hazel and I found our- 
selves shipped off to Chicago to live with 
It was then that I learned that 
the next best thing to having parents of 


relatives. 


your own is having relatives who care. 

I was fortunate enough to have aunts 
who couldn't have been kinder or more 
understanding. The friction that devel- 
oped in later years was due to my hard- 
headed, independent nature. For as long 
as I can remember I’ve hated to have to 
depend on others to do things for me. It 


amounts to a virtual obsession. I refuse 


to ask anyone for favors, preferring to 
do without if necessary. I never appre- 
ciate folks throwing up to me all they've 
done for me. Even though she didn't 
have a lot, Aunt Virginia always did her 
best for me. I was heartbroken when 
she died. I was nine then and was 
shunted from Aunt Zella to Cousin Dor- 
othy to Aunt Maurine. Sometimes my 
need for a new dress or an extra pair of 
shoes meant my relatives would have to 
dig deeper into household funds. The 
feeling that I was a burden to others had 
a devastating effect on me. 

The more I brooded about the prob- 
lem, the more convinced I became that 
the only solution was for me to get out 
on my own. My long legs and maturing 
body gave me the appearance of a much 
older girl, and I was wise beyond my 
years. 

“But Rose, honey, you're just a child!” 
protested Aunt Maurine when I told her 
the vague ideas running through my 
head. 

“But I don't feel like a kid,” I told her. 
“Maybe if Mama had lived—" 

She shushed me with a wave of her 
hand. “You know you have a home here 
with us as long as you care to stay," she 
said. 

"I guess Pd feel a lot better if Dad 
were helping out,” I murmured, remem- 
bering that not once had he offered to 
contribute to my support. “As it is, I’ve 
got to find a way to pay my own way.” 

“If that’s the way you feel, Rose—" 
She paused and stared out the window. 
The street outside was quiet for a change 
and it seemed that the whole Southside 
was aware that some big change was 
about to occur in my life. “But a 13- 
year-old girl won’t have it easy,” Aunt 
Maurine reminded me. “Of course, you'll 
continue to live here, but what will you 
do?” 

“T wouldn’t admit it, but that was what 
worried me too. I had graduated from 
grammar school and knew I had a good 
head for figures. Perhaps I could find 
a job clerking in some store that wouldn’t 
be too particular about checking on the 
age of its help. The job I finally found 
was in a bowling alley on the south side 
which provided me with an after-school 
education that proved valuable in more 
ways than one. 

The patrons were men and women who 
met me on equal terms, treated me as an 
adult, and were far more interesting than 


my teen-age friends at DuSable high 
school. I developed a poise and sophis- 
tication that were going to become assets 
in show business, even though at that 
time I had no inkling of my future ca- 
Most of all, with money of my 
own, Í had a new confidence and a feel- 
ing of security that changed my whole 
outlook on life. Now I was able to help 


reer. 


my aunt and have some money left over 
for the little things a girl wants and 
needs. 

Even with school responsibilities and 
a job, I found time to dance. Dancing 
I danced 
purely for my own satisfaction, for the 
excitement, the wonderful feeling of get- 
ting just tired enough to go home and 
get a good night's rest. 

It turned out that I had taken on more 
than I was able to handle. The stepped- 
up activity and the hectic atmosphere of 
the war days back in 1941 and 1942 in- 


was one real pleasure in life. 


fected me just as it did every other 
American, young and old alike. But 
there is a limit to how far a person can 
In addi- 


tion to a full-time school program, I was 


go one sheer nervous energy. 


working from early afternoon until 4 and 
5 o'clock in the morning. On Saturdays 
I worked straight through the night until 
10 a.m. Sunday. 

After two years of this hectic exist- 
ence, I realized I was no closer to my 
goal of complete independence. At home, 
things were not as easy as I thought they 
would be, even with my help. It was not 
so much a financial problem that made 
me restless, as it was the vague but ur- 
gent desire to be really “grown up." I 
had yearnings for love and affection that 
could not be satisfied by friends or rela- 
tives, no matter how sympathetic and 
understanding. Then, in the words of 
that famous torch song, “Along came 
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|Ë WAS not a case of love at first sight 

with me. Bill Hardaway had been 
coming into the bowling alley a long time 
before he broke down the wall of reserve 
I had built around myself. It wasn't 
that I considered the men who came 
around bad fellows in any way, but ro- 
mance of the “hit and run” variety held 
no appeal for me. The affection I longed 
for had to be something special. So I 
sipped cokes at Nick and Angel’s school 
store, went to the Savoy, Parkway and 
the Pershing ballrooms with young fel- 
lows whose main attraction was a love of 
dancing that matched mine. There was 
nothing serious about these dates, and 
more often than not, my escort for the 
evening would wind up standing against 
the wall, waiting for a chance to cut in 
on boys who insisted on trying out new 
steps with me. I danced with them all, 
thrilling to the stimulating music and 
the attention my (Continued on Page 48) 


Fronting Smart Affairs chorus line, Rose Hardaway dances vivaciously for patrons of 
Broadway nitery. Rose gives credit for start as principal in show business to Larry Steele. 
producer of Smart Affairs revue. Rose once danced in line of Steele’s Beige Beauts. 
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“So I did double-cross you,” I said. “So I 
did fix your wagon. So what? Serves you 
right for neglecting me.” 


Gladys hated the South. 
When her ambitious 
husband moved to Dixie to 
start his own newspaper, 
she grew sullen and bitter. 
Her resentment nearly 
ruined the paper and her 
marriage. 


EOPLE a lot of brave, nice- 

sounding things to each other when 
they're in love—like “I'd climb the high- 
est mountain for you.” and “TIl love you 
forever and a day"—but we're seldom 
ever required to live up to these romantic 
vows. I’m sure that more than once dur- 
ing the time Jay and I were engaged I 
must have told him, “Darling, I’d follow 
you to the ends of the earth!” The 
trouble is, when I was called upon to 
prove it, I failed miserably. I tried to be- 
come a fugitive from love. 

In fact, I learned that very often it is 
hard just to remain where you are and 
fight for what is right. Running away 
may seem to be an easy solution to a 
tough problem—especially when your 
heart has been wounded and your pride 
is at stake—but you can't ign from 
love, any more than you can retire from 
the human race. It took me a long time 
to reach that conclusion, and in the proc- 

a lot of things were changed. Mainly, 
Gladys Cartwright, the vain. shallow 
creature I used to be. . . . 

Living in a modern ranch-type house 
in Long Island's exclusive St. Albans, 
meant a lot to me. The night my troubles 
began, I remember I was sitting home 
admiring my comfortable surrounding: 
counting the blessings of my marriage to 


Jay Cartwright. Dinner was over. Jay 


was casually breaking his own taboo 
about reading newspapers at the table. I 
was sipping coffee, enjoying a cigarette 
and trying to delay the time when I 
would have to collect the dishes and 
wash them. Not that I minded the job. 
It was just that my mind was busy nib- 
bling other things—the busy, exciting 
weekend ahead, the Saturday night re- 
ception at the home of Jay's employer, 
Sunday morning at church. 

I thought of the speech I was sched- 
uled to deliver Sunday afternoon to the 
ladies' auxiliary ( Continued on Page 69) 
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MY EVIL GODDESS 


Carmen Del Luna was a beautiful, heartless siren who promised to help Brad 


in the insurance business, but really what she wanted was a payoff in stolen romance: 


HERE ARE some women who have a 

beauty and charm of such strong and 
evil power that they can wrap a man 
around their dainty little fingers and 
make him completely forget his sense of 
right and wrong. I’m speaking from ex- 
perience because I was the victim of one 
of those she-devils and the hold she had 
over me made me like clay in the hands 
of a skilled artist. I had no will power, 
no backbone, no resistance against her 
wiles. She so thoroughly robbed me of 
my decency and common sense that I did 
the meanest imaginable things to a sweet 
girl who really cared for me. Oh, I was 
pretty contemptible in those days, not 
too long ago, when I had the fever for 
Carmen Del Luna. 

I should have known better too be- 
cause it was the second time I'd fallen 
under the spell of her witchery. I made 
my first big mistake when I was sixteen. 
For a long while, I thought it was buried 
so deep that it could never haunt me 
again. I couldn't have been more wrong, 
however. Things started up again just 
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about a year ago, on the day of Pops 
Jarvis’ funeral. You've heard of Pops 
Jarvis, no doubt. He was just about the 
biggest Negro real estate man around 
Boston until he lost his shirt in a series 
of unlucky investments. Anyway, Pops 
Jarvis had been sort of a second father 
to me and, of course, when I got the 
heartbreaking news that he had died sud- 
denly, I went to his funeral. 

After the services I was walking out of 
the Convenant Church feeling very low, 
when a hand touched my arm. 

*Why Brad Jarvis, I haven't seen you 
in years," a low, husky voice said. 

I turned to see her smiling at me— 
Carmen Del Luna, Pop's first wife. 

"I'm going to miss Pops terribly, 
Brad," she told me brokenly, whipping 
out a lace handkerchief and dabbing at 
her beautiful eyes. *He was always kind 
to me." 

I just stared. For one thing, Carmen's 
beauty dazzled me almost like a hot 
bright light. In the second place, I was 
wondering just how much sincerity there 


was in her grief. After all, she had stayed 
married to Pops only two-and-a-half 
years and then divorced him for a record 
pile of cash. 

"Won't you ride with me in my car to 
the cemetery ?" Carmen asked. I couldn't 
very well refuse so we stepped into her 
eggshell blue Caddy. 

On the way to the cemetery we talked 
a lot about the old days when I had lived 
with her and Pops Jarvis. Then she be- 
gan asking questions. 

“I hear you're engaged, Brad," she 
said. “I’m sure you have chosen a lovely 
girl." 

"She is," I said curtly, and suddenly 
realized that I couldn't get my eyes off 
Carmen. Even at 35 she was beautiful 
enough to make any man stare. She had 
thick, sleek black hair drawn tightly 
back; luminous almond-shaped eyes, the 
smoothest bronze skin I had ever seen 
except for my fiance's; and a figure that 
was almost indecent. An ordinary wolf 
whistle wouldn’t do for Carmen 


The bewitching charm of her was more 


than I could bear. I cradled her tenderly 
in my arms. 
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When you glimpsed her, you felt like pull- 
ing a fire alarm. 

I hated myself for looking at her like 
this. It was a terrible thing to do under the 
circumstances. 

Carmen smiled at me again. 

“You know, Brad, I'd like to meet your 
fiancée. Mary. that's her name, isn't it?" 
she said. 

I nodded. 

"Then why don't you and she come out 
to dinner with me—say Thursday? I'll get 
a table at the Green Pagoda. I used to sing 
there years ago, you remember. The party'll 
be on me.” 

I paused for a second, thinking hard. 
Mary would certainly like that. She was a 
quiet girl but she'd enjoy an evening at the 
finest night spot in town. The Green Pa- 
goda was a place I'd never have the money 
to take her to myself. 

“Td love to go, Carmen,” I decided. “Tl 
call Mary, and I’m sure she would, too." 

At that moment we passed through the 
cemetery gates and sadness came over me 
in a big, overwhelming wave. Even Carmen 
seemed to be affected. We didn't talk much 
after that, even on the way home. She made 
me promise not to forget our date. 

The next day I dropped around to the 
city hall assessor's office where Mary 
worked. I pushed through the swinging 
gate and walked up to the little desk with 
the gold lettered sign which read “Miss 
Mary Jenkins." 

“Will you take a bribe, Ma'am?" I 
asked, smiling down at her. 

*Not usually, sir, but I might make an 
exception in your case," she replied gaily. 

I felt terribly proud. Mary was the 
smartest girl in the office, and the best- 
looking, too. She was a tall girl, five foot 
seven in her stocking feet, with long black 
hair and a soft, natural wave. Mary usually 
wore sweaters and skirts which made her 
look very cool and proper, yet luscious at 
the same time. You'd never guess she was 
one of ten kids right out of a tenement in 
Roxbury. 

*How'd you like to go to the Green Pa- 
goda, Honey?" I asked. 

“The Pagoda?” she put her pencil to her 
lips. *We can't afford that, Brad." 

Then a wistful look came into her eyes. 
I knew how much she'd like to go. 

“That’s the surprise, Hon," I said, hap- 
pily. “I met Carmen Del Luna at Pops 
Jarvis' funeral. She's invited us to be her 
guest at the club." 

*Carmen? That would be wonderful, 
Brad. I’ve always wanted to meet her. Is 
she as good looking as her pictures?" 

(Continued on Page 76) 
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SERING IS just around the corner and 
everybody is ready to welcome warm 
winds and sunshine as a relief from the 
cold, icy winter. No matter whether 
Easter comes in March or April, the 
warmth which its arrival brings always 
makes one think of flowers, new clothes 
and brightening up the home. 
Easter, like Christmas, seems to be the 
time of year that young and old alike en- 


joy. Its gaiety affords just as manan 
for mother and dad as it does the chil- 
dren, and gives too that excuse to buy a 
new hat or outfit. Nothing thrills the 
children more than gay Easter eggs and 
cuddly bunnies. In keeping with mod- 
ern times, Easter eggs have taken on the 
new trends and they are dressed with 
brilliants, flowers, ribbons, bows and 
laces as never before. Shown on this 


page are suggestions for the Easter egg 
of 1952 with its fancy dress of sequins 
and gay metallic ribbon. 

Not only does spring bring Easter and 
new clothes, but spring fever also gets 
into every nook and corner of the house 
and shows all its defects. Then it’s time 
for cleaning out closets and storerooms, 
replenishing the linen supply with crisp, 
new sheets, towels and pillowcases, and 
adding fresh touches to the home. 

Menus too need the spring touch. 
Family appetites will welcome new and 
tasty dishes. Most befitting for Easter 
morning breakfast are fresh, homemade 
breads and muffins. 
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Raisin Quick Loaf 


Chop 1 cup raisins. Soak 1 cup all-bran in 134 

cups milk. Add I beaten egg, 3 tbsps. fat to 

bran and milk. Sift 2 cups flour, % cup sugar, 

5 tsps. baking powder, 1 tsp. salt. Add raisins, 

dry ingredients to bran mixture. Bake in 
greased loaf pan 1 hour. 


Quick Breads 


Luscious quick breads are made with nonfat 

dry milk. Shown in picture are cheese biscuits, 

sliced nut bread, cinnamon pinwheel biscuits, 

raisin muffins, cornmeal muffins and butter- 
scotch pecan biscuits. 
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French Toast And Strawberries 


Fresh or frozen strawberries served on hot French toast is delicious all 

year-round delight for breakfast, luncheon, or supper. Make French toast 

by usual method. Place on plate in alternate layers of toast and straw- 

berries. Served with milk or hot coffee, it has eye and taste appeal, is 
high in food value. Stale bread may be used for toast. 


Hot Cross Buns 


Dissolve 1 cake yeast in % cup warm water. Add Y% cup scalded milk, 

1⁄4 cup shortening, 1 tbsp. sugar, 1% tsps. salt. Blend in 1 egg, Vo tsp. 

cinnamon, Y cup raisins. Add gradually 3 cups sifted flour. Cover, let 

stand 15 minutes. Shape into buns. Place on greased baking sheet. Let 

rise in warm place 45 minutes. Combine 4 tbsps. milk, 1 cup powdered 

sugar, X4 teaspoon vanilla. Make cross on buns. Bake in hot oven 20 
minutes. 


Easter Breakfast Breads 


OTHING CAN arouse breakfast ap- 

petites more than the aroma’ of 
freshly baked bread, muffins, rolls or bis- 
cuits. When spring comes bustling in 
with Easter, every homemaker thinks of 
the age-old tradition which calls for hot 
cross buns or hot bread for Easter Sun- 
day breakfast. Whether store-bought 
and warmed over, or homemade, there 
is nothing more delicious. Forgetting 
how versatile a food bread is, home- 
makers often overlook the wide variety 
that can be included in their daily meal 


planning. 
Breakfast breads are easy to make. It 
is not hard to please the special taste of 


Quick Spiced Doughnuts 


Lazy morning appetites can be well stimulated with delicious Spiced 
Doughnuts—baked, for a change, instead of fried. Add spices, plump 
raisins to your favorite hot roll mix. Pop in oven. For variety, try topping 
each doughnut with chocolate or boiled frosting. Doughnuts are easy to 
make, fine source of energy to start day. Ideal for delicious breakfast treat. 


each member of the family. Serving of 
breads in many forms, from simple 
French toast to delectable, fancy yeast 
breads, can make breakfast a meal 
worthy of guests and the most fastidious 
appetite. 

In keeping with the packaged food 
fads of today, the working mother or 
career girl can find delectable mixes all 
ready to make into rolls, muffins or bis- 
cuits. Easy hints for fancy touches with 
nuts, raisins, sugar or honey toppings 
allow turning out of unique products in 
a matter of minutes. Women who still 
love the old art of mixing their own will 
enjoy the nut breads, coffee breads, pop- 


overs, biscuits or rolls made with either 
yeast or baking powder. They can add 
their special touches with fruits, jellies, 
Whatever the choice for a 
breakfast bread, there is a wide variety 
With little or no effort, 
the breakfast can be made as glamorous 


nuts, etc. 


to choose from. 


and exciting as the Easter Parade and as 
well dressed too. 

Once the habit of baking good breads 
is cultivated, homemakers will enjoy it 
and will start making breads for lunch- 
eons, teas, dinners and for lunch boxes 


as well. Why not try any one of the 


breads shown on these pages for a real 
festive Easter Sunday breakfast. 


Caraway Cheese Bread 


Sift together 2 cups flour, Yo tsp. soda, %4 tsp. salt, 2 tsps. baking 
powder. Add 1 tbsp. caraway seeds, 14 pound shredded cheddar 
cheese. Blend together. Combine 1 cup evaporated milk, 1 tbsp. 
vinegar, 1 slightly beaten egg. Add to flour mixture with 1 tbsp. 
melted butter. Stir only until dry ingredients are moistened. Bake 


in a small greased loaf pan about 50 minutes in a moderate oven. 


Making 
Lipstick 
Harmonize 


UST ABOUT every female in America 
today uses lipstick. However, not 
every woman knows how to use it to the 
best advantage or how to pick a color 
that will blend with her complexion or 
the clothes she is wearing. Lipstick 
should add warmth to the skin tones and 
highlight a woman’s beauty. 

Each woman should make a study of 
her lips to see that they are in focus and 
that the outline is clean and precise with- 
out smears and smudges. The lipstick 
should stay on without blotching, even if 


Importance of blending and harmonizing lipstick and accessories is shown by the 
model. Her choice of.lipstick is the very flattering Cutex shade, “Strike Me Pink.” 
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one has been eating a sandwich, drinking 
coffee or wearing the same application 
for several hours. It is well to remember 
that lips are a focal point and their make- 
up color will attract attention, favorable 
or otherwise. 

The color of skin, size of the mouth 
and contour of the face are ail important 
considerations in planning lipstick make- 
up and application. Blending of lipstick 
in relation to dress and colors is most 
important too. For instance, not every 
skin tone will take to purple shades, so 
usually the safest choice is one of the red 
or ruby shades. Purple and blue shades 
may have a tendency to make skin tones 
look sallow. This emphasizes the im- 
portance of choosing colors that match 
and blend with individual skin tones and 
dress. 

Very light skin tones and colors co- 
ordinate with almost any shade, while 
very dark skin tones take on all sorts of 
colors if lipstick is improperly blended. 
It is just as bad to choose a color that is 
too dark as one that is too light. Take 
the advice of the experts and select lip- 
stick shades which harmonize with skin 
tones and wardrobe so that clothing and 
lips will harmonize. 


Demonstrating proper application for average-sized mouth, model 
follows natural outline of lips to center of mouth. then cuts her 
lipstick in at the side of her top lip so that it narrows the outline. 
Lipstick color has been carefully chosen to complement model’s 
dark hair and eyes and skin tones which are a rich, medium brown. 
Choice of lipstick adds glamour, harmony to her appearance. 
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Making up full lips requires bit of study, 

consideration of contour of face as well. 

When lipstick is applied to top lip, it 
should be started inside lip line. 


Narrow lips with minimum amount oj 
shape require building-out job. Starting at 
the sides, apply lipstick to center of the 

mouth to create fuller line. 


Following lip line, apply lipstick lightly at 
edges, concentrating heaviest color in 


center. Outline of bottom lip is also started 
inside lip line to match top lip. 


Illusion of fuller top lip helps balance 

lower lip, coincides with top lip line and 

shape. Cutex "Stay Fast" lipstick is used. 
When lips are blotted, color remains. 


Because of fullness of bottom lip, lipstick is so applied that it 
cuts inside lip to create illusion that mouth is smaller. This 
technique gives mouth correct line and brings out curves and 
shape to the best advantage. Trick in minimizing fullness of 
lower lip is applying less color on it so that top lip will attract 


more attention. 
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CHILD CARE 


pu en 


LW ` 


These gifted children enjoy appropriate competition which private schools afford. 


Understanding The Gifted Child 


RIGHT CHILDREN are not freaks. 

Nor are they usually physical weak- 
lings. But old wives tales have taught 
millions of us to regard them as such. 
“The myth of the skinny, nervous, un- 
dersized bright child,” says one well- 
known authority on gifted children, “was 
set up to cloak the average man’s sense 
of inferiority.” In many ways this is true 
and I advise parents of exceptionally 
smart children to forget these tales and 
set out to gain a better understanding of 
the child of superior mental ability. In 
doing so they must realize that society 
at large has tragically neglected the 
gifted child. While society has frequently 
provided special schools for its un- 
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By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern Universily 


fortunate or handicapped pupils, gifted 
pupils are usually left to develop their 
abilities without stimulation. Ironically, 
the smarter children are the more they 
are neglected. 

Observing gifted children casually, it 
would seem that rearing them poses no 
immediate problem. When they are small 
they are the source of pride and happi- 
ness for their parents. And as most 
parents of bright children will attest 
they are usually bigger, healthier and 
even happier than average children. 

Yet, facing the situation of the bright 
child squarely, most parents admit that 
rearing them is no bed of roses. In fact, 
it can be a source of constant worry and 


even embarrassment for the parent who 
feels he can not provide the things a 
smart child needs. His education poses 
the greatest problem. In school his 
teacher may resort to grade-skipping as 
a solution. But this technique often 
produces social misfits unable to enjoy 
the society of children their own age. On 
the other hand, if the child is held back 
with his own age group his quick mind is 
apt to stagnate. It is often tragic when 
an exceptionally smart pupil finds it nec- 
essary to drop out of high school because 
his classes offer no intellectual challenge 
to him. For bright Negro children, the 
problem is often doubly serious because 
of general sub- (Continued on Page 81) 
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in styling. 1726: Imported silk part.27.50 waved swirl bangs. Invisi ther curls. or feather curls. 
76: Extra heavy version.6.85 1727: AH hand ventilated80.00 ble life-long weave. 211: Same, Xtra heavy. .16.95 426: Extra heavy ....... 6.95 


400: PAGE BOY 9125: FASCINATION WIG 225: FAN CURLS 572: FEATHER CURLS 530: LADY EVE 


Thick, regular length §Q A: lovely wig with 2 lovely ear puffs of For short Íook in soft, Beautifully styled for 
12” wide, invisible Fit Rite foundation 222* tiny curls. Wear in 95 natural curls. 12'' 5 women with very 4495 
weave. Perma-cool net. back or upsweep, wide. short, thin hair. 1⁄4 

401: Extra heavy.......- 3.75 easy to attach. ..... the pair 571: Xtra heavy. 7" wide 3.95 lined. 
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751: FEATHER HALO | CURLS sine Aio 


Smart coif, wearmany Lustrous double-thick SE Plain 
ways — side, back — 95 
for day, evening. At- 


taches easily! The pair 


circlet of feather curls. 


mandles...:949 411: PAGE BOY-CURLS 8100: THE DARLING 95 
Thick, extra heavy— 15 Latest feather cut all 
extra cluster curls. over wig. 
410: Regular Page Boy: 8101: Imported silk part.29.95 
also with curls.......... 4.50 8102: Allhand ventilated 80.00 


VISIT OUR FACTORY SHOWROOM at... 
ü HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. AT4 
317 West 125th Street, New Yerk 27, N. Y. 


l| Please send me the following items as indicated, if not 
gp Satisfied I may return for cash refund. 


Invisible life-long 


A HANDSOME 


GH-5: For day or eve- GR-12: Detinitely temi- 


ning. Black, brown, jg nine. These are a Q5 CASE WITH EACH g sb Quan. Description Price 
Bae blue oe green. must ee eneen a PAIR OF GLASSES — ü 
enuine zy frame. ue, pin! or laci 
Clear or tinted. frames. FREE REPLACEMENT OF [| 
3 E BROKEN LENSES. B O Send C.O.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 
10c FOR OUR balance plus postage. 


ATALOG! B 0 [1 enclose full amount $... 


SEND 
puso 
GR-33: epe rhine- 
imr Geng e 998 m howard; tresses 


setae aa Gs NEW YORK 27. N. Y. 


GR-14: Lacy effect 
woven in frame. Clear 95 
or tinted lenses in pink 
or clear crystal 
frames. 
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Easter 
Fashions 


ACH YEAR fashion experts think up 
new ideas and create new colors to 
enhance the Easter Sunday Parade. But 
one thing seems to remain a sure sign of 
spring and the season in all its glory— 
the use of gaily colored flowers, lots of 
ribbon, and hats that remind one of 
Easter eggs and florist windows. When 
one can’t afford a whole new outfit, just 
dressing up the old hat with fresh flowers 
and bows brings the air of the season 
into being. 

This season, hats are gay, flower-be- 
decked and smartly styled in all sorts of 
straws. The accent is on the back. Shown 
with these hats are lovely coat-type 
dresses which are to be worn with or 
without furs, and dressed up or down to 
suit individual taste. Touches of white, 
colored vestees, ties, and smart arrange- 
ments of buttons add chic, Parisian 
touches. 

Silk suits have been advocated by 
Paris and Rome as the very smartest of 
outfits for all sizes and ages and as ideal 
costumes for brides. Two and three- 
piece outfits in all tones of blue and soft 
new jewel colors are being shown as the 
best buys, although black and navy are 
always in good taste and first on any list 
for the conservative dresser. These smart 
silk suits have the same lines—with the 
small, pinched-in waist — that fall and 
winter suits had. Some jackets have 
small peplums, clever collars and pock- 
ets. The skirts are full and well tapered. 
A number of them are fully pleated and 
ready to be worn with petticoats that are 
full and swishy, with ruffles and crinoline 
to make the skirts stand out. 

Shown on these pages and ready for 
the Easter Parade, are duo-purpose suits 
and dresses by Oteal Elliot of Chicago. 
Hats are by Kighschelle, and gloves by 
Athelena Latham. All are individually 
designed to give the ultimate in fashion 
to milady's spring wardrobe. 
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Paris-inspired, three-way outfit of navy 

rayon faille has removable side draped 

apron and jacket lined with yellow. Dress 

may be worn with or without jacket and 

apron. Matching wide cuff gloves are by 
Athelena Latham 


Black silk moire taffeta suit with full pep- 
” lum and standing, pointed collar has grace- 
ful, gored and full skirt. Three jeweled 
buttons add bright touch. Price is $39.95. 


Smartly styled plaid coat dress with clever 
pointed side fastening detail has collar and 
cuffs of white pique. Tiny, white felt hat 
with flowers and veil is by Kighschelle. 
Dress is priced around $25.00. 


With accent on back, skirt of dress shown has six fan pleats, 

button-on panel with peplum. Back effect is lined with con- 

trasting crepe. Smart natural straw with fruit adds dressy 
touch to outfit. 


Two way coat dress of houndstooth checked 

material with buttons down front, can be 

worn with or without peplum overskirt. 

Perfect for Easter outfit, it has fur scarf, 
jacket or stole. 


Dinette ensemble in Cherry Cordovan or Champagne, affords chest, cabinet and open shelf space. Combination is an asset 
to any smart, well-appointed room. Rich, deep color of Cherry mahogany or Champagne blends well with any decor. 


Where wall and storage space are limited, groupings built high 
tional pieces. Drop-leaf table, cabinet and bookcase arrange- make room larger, give good amount of storage space. Sectional 
ment is attracti furniture gives user chance to add just the right touch to suit 

individual taste. 


Sectional 
Furniture 


N SMALL apartments where space is at 

a premium, modern sectional furni- 
ture is the ideal answer to many prob- 
lems. This year more than ever before, 
manufacturers are offering a wide, versa- 
tile assortment of well-built, colorful sec- 
tional pieces which fit into any decor and 
all sorts of rooms. Many lines which 
have become popular in the last few 
years have been extended to include a 
number of new pieces. Shoppers will find 
them practical, sturdy, and artistically 
created. 

The theme which seems to be stressed 
for modern living is that of a well 
planned, space-saving arrangement, plac- 
ing emphasis on furniture which can 
change each room into a living room, 
bedroom, den or library, without too 
much fuss. 

Basic functional pieces are offered so 
that they may be interchanged and used 
at all angles. A lot more thought has 
been given to this type of furniture in 
recent years than ever before. The bache- 
lor or career girl with one room has a 
choice of many features, woods, colors 
and pieces to solve every problem and 
make the home a most livable place. 
With the two-in-one theme, mothers too 
have found functional pieces a help for 
children’s rooms, playrooms and guest 
rooms, where they help serve dual 
purposes. 

Manufacturers continue to improve 
the popular and useful dual purpose 
sleeping equipment—couches or sofas by 
day and beds by night. A number of 
these can be used as double or twin beds. 
Extra mattress and springs roll out from 
beneath and pillow rest supports bolsters 
in daytime. In still another group the un- 
usual bed has cane headboard, strapped- 
on foam rubber cushions and night 
tables which convert into step tables. 

One manufacturer has designed 29 
basic pieces of interchangeable furniture 
that can be extended to seat eight. There 
are snack tables that may be used in- 
dividually or joined together to make one 
long cocktail table. They come with ma- 
hogany, rosewood or tortoise shell tops. 


Unusual arrangement of chests from collection of correlated furniture 
comprises cabinet, two small bookcases for the bedroom, gives effect of 
vanity while preserving individual touch. 


p 
Benches with sectional pieces are separate, lending wide range of versa- 
tility to groupings. Doors of the cabinets are made of “Transite” or 
“Bambu” fabric, will match or blend in with any decor. 


Where drawer space is at premium and room is narrow, grouping (above) 
is helpful. Prices of this furniture are within budget reach of average home- 
maker. Groupings may be changed often for variety, individual preference. 
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ODAY, GRAY hair is not thought of 

as it was formerly when the com- 
ment, “your hair has turned to silver,” 
was considered anything but complimen- 
tary. In the past younger women with 
gray hair were forced to dye it for the 
sake of vanity. 

But modern trends decree it fashion- 
able to have gray hair. For both young 
and old there are a great number of 
youthful, attractive hair styles which will 
add beauty and complement the face. 

Chicago beautician Virginia Sisson 
makes a study of each of her patrons who 
has gray hair. Each one presents a dif- 
ferent problem, and the care and styling 
to fit each face is a challenge to her crea- 
tive ability. The brightness of the gray 
in mixed gray hair, the softness and 
highlights of all white hair, and gray 
patches, whether dyed-in or natural, are 
most important and require much time 
and attention. Mrs. Sisson finds the re- 
sults are worth the effort. Shown on 
these pages are three types and styles of 
gray coiffures which can be a credit to 
any beautician. 


14 


Gray Hair Can 
Be Beautiful 


T H = fe x KSS M 

Styled with flare for middle-aged matrons, this coiffure has deep waves away from face 
that show off soft tones of mixed gray hair, with bunched curls in back. Style has 
vouthful look, yet gives wearer sophistication that goes with her age and individual 
styling that suits her face. 


Perfect hair style for business matron fea- Slight blue rinse is used to add beauty to 
tures soft waves across back of head, three very light gray hair. Small amount of oil 
rows of full curls. is used so waves and curls will stay set. 


Young women with mixed gray hair should 
study own facial contours carefully, select 
most flattering style. 


ar 

Back version of youthful, intermingled gray 

hair style has complete crown of curls 
which runs high to center of head. 


Youthful style with deep center part shows 
gray patches to best advantage. Deep waves 
frame the face softly. 


YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Cone 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 


LIFELIKE uk f SEND 


CURLS ar HEAD 
SIZE 
BEAUTIFUL 
NATURAL 
LOOK 


$215? rut CAP wie 


$135? GIANT BRAID-PAGE BOY COMBO 
MIXED GRAY $2450 


* OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 


Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 


CLUSTER 


OF CURLS 


'ORONET B 
ENCLOSE Subp 


SAMPLE New York 27, N. Y- 
Enclosed find $I 


00 deposit in cash, money order or postal 
note. RUSH my order C.O.D. 


Fluffy and Soft 
$350 


SMALL OFF BLACK 


DARK BROWN 


MIXED GREY 
$1.50 EXTRA 


How To 
Choose 
Your 
Doctor 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
Author of “Biology of the Negro” 


[F IS a trying experience to become 
severely ill and faced with the prob- 
lem of selecting a physician for the first 
time. There is usually too much excite- 
ment and not enough time to deliberately 
appraise available doctors and choose 
one with good qualities. The chief con- 
cern under these circumstances is to find 
any doctor at all. A neighbor or a friend 
is asked to suggest a physician or the 
‘name of a doctor is remembered from 
some chance conversation or a news- 
paper item. A frantic call is made. 
Perhaps the doctor is out or busy at the 
time. Perhaps several calls are made be- 
fore a doctor is found who can come at 
once. He may or may not be the doctor 
you would have employed under calmer 
circumstances. 

The selection of a good doctor is not 
an easy matter and should not be delayed 
until illness comes. Since whether you 
live or die may depend on the doctor you 
employ when sick, you should give the 
matter serious thought before an emer- 
gency arises. While you are well, presume 
that sooner or later you will be ill. Make 
a thorough study of the professional 
qualifications and personal attributes of 
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Personality which attracts is important in performing the functions of a physician. 
Many doctors are adept in winning confidence of children. 


the available doctors. Select one you 
believe will give you the best service 
when you need medical care. 

There are good and bad doctors. While 
an M.D. degree and a state license to 
practice medicine carry the presumption 
of fitness to scientifically care for the 
sick, they only guarantee a certain mini- 
mum efficiency at the time of graduation 
and licensing. They do not indicate that 
the doctor has kept up with his profes- 
sion, that he has benefited by experience, 
or that he has conducted himself so as 
to inspire the confidence of his patients. 

There is no one rule by which a doctor 
can be judged. Certainly the size of his 
practice is not a good standard. It is 
well-known that some of the least able 
physicians have the largest practices. 
Even illegal quacks and charlatans often 
have tremendous followings. On the 
other hand, some very able doctors enjoy 
only meager practices. The difference in 
the size of practice, therefore, is not nec- 
essarily due to difference in medical 
ability. Instead, it is often a reflection of 
personality, of self-advertisement and 
promotion, and often of extraneous non- 
professional circumstances. On the 


whole, however, it is well to believe that 
ability in a doctor, as in anyone else, will 
be recognized and rewarded by the pa- 
tronage of a large number of people. It 
is perhaps better not to judge a doctor 
solely by the number of his followers, but 
also by the character of his patients. A 
doctor with a moderate following of 
steady, discriminating, thoughtful people 
is much more apt to be a better doctor 
than one whose practice is a mob of ig- 
norant, superstitious, careless-thinking 
patients. 

Since the primary purpose of a doctor 
is to cure, it would seem logical that the 
doctor who brings about the largest num- 
ber of cures is the best doctor. On the 
whole this is true. On the other hand it 
may be deceptive. A wily doctor can 
claim credit for a complete cure of all his 
patients if he will carefully select the 
cases he accepts. During the great in- 
fluenza epidemic a certain doctor boasted 
that he never lost a case while his col- 
leagues had a very high mortality. The 
explanation was that the doctor, a very 
mediocre physician, would not go to see 
a patient during the epidemic unless the 
patient had been ill in bed for at least 


five days. He knew that if the patient 
lived that long he was very: likely to get 
well, treatment or no treatment. On the 
other hand, a brilliant brain surgeon will 
have over half his patients die, not be- 
cause he is a poor doctor but because he 
accepts cases in which the hope for sur- 
vival is very small. Any doctor, no mat- 
ter how weak, can get credit for a certain 
number of cures due to either one of 
two factors. First, a certain number of 
sick people are fated to get well no mat- 
ter what is done for them. Second, many 
illnesses are mental in origin and if the 
personality of the doctor is such as to in- 
spire confidence, hope and faith, the pa- 
tient will recover. The real measure of a 
doctor is that he accepts the case which 
requires great diagnostic skill and a well- 
thought-out treatment that utilizes all the 
modern facilities at hand. This explains 
the paradox that a doctor can be praised 
for a brilliant success even though the 
patient dies. In such an instance every 
advanced method of medical care had 
been brought to bear even though the 
effort was futile. 

The best judges of a doctor are doc- 
tors themselves because they can evalu- 
ate a practitioner by technical standards. 
But how can a layman, who knows next 
to nothing about medicine, tell whether 
a doctor is good or bad? The medical 
profession is different from the legal pro- 
fession. The ignorance of a poor lawyer 
is exposed and made clearly evident in an 
open court to the judge, opposing law- 
yers, the jury, and spectators. But a 
doctor can shut himself behind a closed 
door with a patient and say any kind of 
mumbo-jumbo without fear of contradic- 
tion. He can state learned nothings 
about “too much acid,” “bowels need 
cleaning out,” or “a shot to purify the 
blood,” and the patient with a high re- 
gard for the medical profession will lis- 
ten with awe and belief. 

While a patient may not be able to 
make a technical evaluation of a doctor 
there are a number of standards by 
which he can form fairly accurate judg- 
ment. 

A factor in determining the ultimate 
efficiency of a doctor is the school from 
which he graduated. While most medi- 
cal schools in this country, (incidentally, 
the best in the world,) are grade A 
schools, some are better equipped, have 
better teachers and clinical teaching fa- 
cilities than others. 


By and large, the 


best doctors come from the best schools 
but a good school does not guarantee a 
good doctor nor does a poor school al- 
ways turn out poor ones. Some of our 
ablest doctors came from second rate 
They recognized the 
handicap of their inferior formal train- 


medical schools. 


ing and have more than compensated for 
it by activities after graduation. 


With regard to schools, it must be re- 
membered that the training of a good 
doctor is more than just the technical in- 
struction he receives in the professional 

Medicine is a learned profes- 
A doctor must be more than a 


school. 
sion. 
technician. He must be a broadly edu- 
cated cultured man with some knowledge 
about most fields of learning. He should 
have a taste for good literature and 
music and a broad concept of his func- 
tion in the community which embraces 
more than treating the sick. 

Much more important than the school 
he attended is what the doctor does after 
graduation. It is now universally re- 
quired that a doctor serve at least one 
This is 


a year of apprenticeship during which 


year in a hospital as an intern. 


the young doctor learns from masters in 
his profession how to make practical use 
of the theoretical knowledge he gained 
in school. The seriousness with which 
the student takes this year of training is 
a large measure of the kind of doctor he 
will ultimately become. If he accepts it 
as an opportunity rather than a burden 
of his training, to meet the law he will 
most likely be proficient. Following in- 
ternship, if he is ambitious to be among 
the best, the student will stay on in the 
hospital for a residency or further train- 
ing period leading to specialization. 

Even after these training experiences 
and after he has started an independent 
practice, the doctor is not yet through 
with his training. In fact, there is never 
a time when a physician, young or old, 
can afford to stop studying. Every day 
something new is developed in the field 
of medicine which makes the old obso- 
lete and antiquated. Unless the doctor 
learns these he himself becomes obsolete 
and antiquated. There are a number of 
ways he can keep up to date. 


(Continued on Page 81) 
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OINTM ENT” 


“I want to thank you for your won- 
derful Black and White Ointment. 
My young daughter's hands broke 
out with what the Doctor called 
Eczema. It tormented her some- 


thing awful I put on Black and 
White Ointment and in a short 
time she got wonderful relief from 
the misery. Il recommend Black 
and White Ointment to all my 


friends." 
Mrs. Irene Taylor, 
724 South 18th St., 
Philadelphia 46, Pa. 


OVER 5I MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK as WHITE 


OINTMENT 


It’s Profitable to 
MAKE and SELL HATS 


Our wholesale price 32 page cata- 
T EDT EVERYTHING USED 
IN MILLINERY—Blocks, Findings, 
Feathers, Flowers, Wire and Buck- 
ram Frames, etc. Send 25c for 
catalog illustrating thousands of 
items and you're in business. 25% 
refunded on frst order of $200. 

LOUIE MILLER—Millinery Supplie: 
225 N. Wabash Ave. Dent. GH Chicago 1, on 


ES" 100% 
GUARANTEED 


h Flash) 
Jewsted Watch 
with 11 Sparkling 
imitation Dix 


plus tax and postage 
Wanted and send Rin 


My 
10,000 


Lovers 
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dancing attracted. 

Bill changed things. He was older and 
much more mature than the teen-agers I 
was acquainted with, and he knew his way 
around. He was a popular figure along 
47th street and especially with customers 
in the famous Brass Rail, where he was 
bartender. I couldn’t help noticing that 
he was coming around regularly, some- 
times bowling, but more often just hang- 
ing around buying cokes for me or playing 
my favorite records on the juke box. He 
seemed always to be doing little things for 
me, things that indicated a thoughtfulness 
that would please any woman. Still, be- 
yond a friendly exchange of greetings, I 
treated him no differently from the other 
men who came around. 

Then, one night he must have heard me 
mention that I was hungry, for a short time 
later he returned with a piping hot meal 
from a nearby all-night restaurant. That 
broke the ice. I guess what impressed me 
most was the fact that Bill attached no 
strings to the favors he did for me. I had 
learned that men seldom do things for a 
woman without hope of being repaid in one 
way or another. More than once I'd had 
to straighten out some fellow who assumed 
that just his attention to me entitled him 
to take liberties. The owner of the place 
where I worked had arranged for a cab to 
take me home each night, so I could safely 
turn down volunteer escorts—and there 
were plenty of them. 

But with Bill I felt relaxed and at ease. 
I never had to concentrate on keeping my 
guard up with him. He knew how to make 
a woman feel attractive, and yet protected. 
I finally consented to let him see me home 
and not once did he get out of line. One 
night, I recall, after a particularly enjoy- 
able evening out with Bill, I said goodnight 
to him and waited somewhat resignedly for 
the customary goodnight kiss. But he only 
laughed softly and shook his head. 

“Oh, no,” he told me. “I’m not one of 
your high school chums, expecting a peck 
on the cheek for taking you out, or smooch- 
ing in a hallway. When I kiss you, Rose, 
ivll be for keeps.” 

He looked at me long and hard, then 
said goodnight and left. 
much that night. There was too much on 
my mind. Bill had said “for keeps.” That 
meant a home of my own, security, some- 
one to take care of me. Most of all, it 
meant I'd have a love of my own; affection 
that wouldn't have to be shared with any- 
one else in the world. 
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I didn't sleep . 


I guess this had a lot to do with my de- 
cision to marry Bill. I loved him and 
wanted so much to make him happy, and 
being squired about town with such a 
handsome, well-dressed man also helped to 
make up my mind. Soon Bill began court- 
ing me in earnest, and when we kissed, we 
both meant it for keeps. 

But there were problems. To begin with, 
I was still a minor and we had to get my 
aunt's consent. She understood my need 
for a chance to make a life of my own, but 
she was also aware of the pitfalls that 
might lie ahead. 

“I just want you to be sure, Rose, 
honey," she told me. 

*Oh, I am!" I declared, gazing lovingly 
at Bill, who was anxiously awaiting her 
reply. 

“Then there's just one thing I want from 
you, young man," she continued, looking 
directly at Bill. “Promise me that you'll 
let her finish school." 

Bill eagerly accepted this one condition 
and my aunt agreed to accompany us down 
to city hall to get the license. We were 
married, and the kindness and thoughtful- 
ness and tenderness I had come to expect 
from Bill were all in evidence when I made 
the transition from girl to woman. 

To his everlasting credit, Bill kept his 
word and allowed me to finish school. Al- 
though married women are not supposed to 
be enrolled in regular public school classes 
in Chicago, I finished high school on sched- 
ule. Sometimes I couldn't help smiling at 
my unsuspecting classmates. While they 
spent their after-school leisure at coke ses- 
sions or similar teen-age diversions, I hur- 
ried home to take care of my duties as a 
housewife. 

I was 17 when my daughter, Diedra, was 
born. The future then seemed as clear and 
as bright as the baby eyes that smiled up 
at me as I held her in my arms. I vowed 
that I would never leave her, no matter 
what. 

I don't know just how or when my mar- 
riage began coming apart at the seams. 
Maybe something inside me changed as I 
grew older and more mature. My attitude 
towards people—men in particular—was 
not quite so starry-eyed and trusting any- 
more. For instance, my first meeting with 
my father after more than 10 years did a 
lot to add to the healthy scepticism I de- 
veloped at the age of 18. In all those years, 
he had contributed not one cent towards 
the care of my sisters Hazel and me. Un- 
derstandably, I was not exactly overjoyed 
at seeing him again, and there was cer- 
tainly not the usual father-daughter bond 
between us. 

Anyway, I saw my marriage smash on 
the rocks, and I was either too young or 
too proud to do anything to stop it. Many 
people talk bitterly about an unsuccessful 
marriage. I prefer to cherish the pleasant 
memories. So I picked up the pieces, de- 
termined to go on the best way I could. It 
was then I turned to professional dancing 
as a means of providing for my baby and 


myself. I soon discovered, though, that a 
professional dancer who isn’t dancing 
might as well be an amateur. For two 
months—without pay—I rehearsed with a 
chorus scheduled to open at a well-known 
Southside night spot. The show finally 
opened, but I wasn’t in it. 

Then there was a chance to go into the 
Club DeLisa and I jumped at it. Sammy 
Dyer, producer of the DeLisa’s wonderful 
shows, worked with me and I was ready 
for my first public appearance—Tll never 
forget that night—the 7th anniversary of 
the popular night club. I wasn't a bit 
nervous and I fitted into the chorus line like 
an old trouper. I stayed at the DeLisa nine 
months and learned a lot about show busi- 
ness, show people, and dancing. 

Billie Graves, one of the girls, took me 
under her wing. She was a veteran chorine, 
and really knew the ropes. 

“Rose, you're a natural," she used to tell 
me. “Stick with it, kid, because you're go- 
ing places!" And there were others who 
had words of encouragement for me— 
Paulette Easley and Josephine Jefferson, 
among them. 

After the DeLisa came the Biege Room 
at the Pershing Hotel with one of the top- 
notch Larry Steele productions. Larry and 
his wife were swell to me, doing all they 
could to help me over the rough spots. It 
was Nana Steele, who earlier had taught 
me the *B.S."— basic steps" that a chorine 
must know, the time step, “falling off the 
log," "shorty George," and similar essen- 
tials of a dance routine. 

Meanwhile, Diedra and I had moved into 
the DuSable Hotel and in between every 
show I would dash home to see if she was 
safely tucked in bed. Betty Bell, the switch- 
board operator and one of my very best 
friends, helped me keep an eye on the baby. 


SS THE bottom dropped out of every- 

thing. All the baby's clothes were ruined 
in a fire—expensive things I had bought for 
her over a period of months. There was 
nothing to do but replace them. That took 
every cent of my meager salary. The bad 
luck continued for a year, getting worse 
every day. We had to move from the hotel, 
virtually put out into the street. Diedra 
caught pneumonia and on top of everything 
else, I lost my job. Ironically, during this 
period, when I was living on a 15-cent bowl 
of beans and sleeping to keep from feeling 
hungry, my father bought himself a flat 
building. He did condescend one time to 
offer me $5. The fact that I took it instead 
of throwing it back in his face, shows how 
badly I needed help. 

But through it all, I never once regretted 
keeping the baby with me. I didn’t let my- 
self grow bitter. The fact that I finally 
pulled through, confirmed my faith that 
someone was watching over me and my 
child. 

I don't know what I'd have done without 
my chorine buddy, Billie, to bolster my 
morale. *Don't give up now," she'd say con- 


fidently. “I’m going to read about you in 
the papers some day.” 

“Oh, Billie! Do you really think so?” Pd 
reply, eager to believe in her dream, yet 
afraid it would remain just a dream. 

“I wouldn’t kid you, Rose,” she’d insist. 
“Tve seen dozens of hoofers in my time and 
most of them go through a routine like 
they can hardly wait to get off the stage. 
But you dance as if you really enjoy it, 
and the audiences catch it. If you ever get 
a chance to go East, take it!” 

At that moment, what I needed most was 
a chance to perform, a job. 

And sure enough, things began picking 
up. Diminutive Joe “Ziggy” Johnson, the 
versatile producer, saw my work and liked 
it and gave me a chance. Billie’s advice 
about going East came in handy when 
Larry Steele took me to Atlantic City for a 
new show he was staging at Club Harlem. 

All this time my dancing was improving. 
I would work out new versions of old 
routines, think up steps of my own, adding 
and revising to give my dancing personality 
and character. Going to school to learn 
choreography from books and teachers was 
out of the question—that took money. So 
many nights while I was in Chicago and 
not working, I’d rehearse with Peter Green, 
Julian Swayne and Bill on the deserted 
stage of the Biege Room. Peter was my 
tutor for ballet, Julian was the authority 
on modern dancing, and Bill concentrated 
on primitive. They were known as the 
“Biege Beaus” then, and are now the Co-op 
Dancers. I sometimes thought Billie Graves 
was extravagant in her praise, but on one 
thing she was right. I danced for the sheer 
pleasure I got from matching bodily move- 
ments to the rhythms of the music. I en- 
joyed dancing and I guess it showed. Some- 
times the other chorines resented my all-out 
efforts in the line, but once the music 
started, I could never coast. I had to put 
everything into it. 

Maybe that’s why I got my big break in 
September, 1950. Larry Steele spotted and 
picked me out of the very back row of a 
Smart Affairs chorus that included 12 other 
dancers at the Club Harlem. So I guess that 
extra oomph I tried to give my dancing 
finally paid off. The way it happened was 
funny, because Pd heard more than one 
phony lay down that *how'd you like to be 
on Broadway" hype, and I certainly didn't 
intend to be taken in by it at this late date. 
So when a card was sent back to me one 
night asking me to stop by one of the 
tables, I sniffed contemptuously. 

One of the girls tapped me on the 
shoulder as we took our places for the next 
show. "There are some people out front 
from New York," she whispered excitedly. 
"They've been asking about you.” 

*Yeah, yeah," I returned sarcastically. 
“Last week it was somebody from Holly- 
wood. Maybe my next offer will come from 
Paris!" 

I noticed a table in the corner where 
three men sat watching me intently as I 
danced. They seemed to have more than 


the usual interest. Now and then they'd 
put their heads together as if in conference. 
My curiosity was aroused. Perhaps there 
was something to it after all, but my best 
bet, I decided, was to play it cool. A man 
was waiting for me when we came off the 
floor. 

“Miss Hardaway, how'd you like to be on 
Broadway?” he greeted me. 

That does it! I thought triumphantly, 
the same old routine, word for word! “This 
is on the level,” he insisted, seeing the ex- 
pression on my face. “My name is Herby 
Harper.” 

At that, my attitude changed. I'd heard 
of him. Herby Harper is one of the top 
Negro choreographers in show business. I 
agreed to join him and his companions at 
their table after changing my costume and 
went backstage to be greeted by the girls 
with a flurry of questions. 

“What did Herby want?” asked one of 
them. “That's Paul Slosser with him—you 
know, owner of the Gilded Cage in New 
York!” 

They scoffed at my calmness, but it 
wasn’t put on. So far, nothing had hap- 
pened that called for celebrations, and I 
had never been one to build up high hopes 
at the slightest excuse. I was content to 
wait and see what happened. 

The conversation that night was out of 
this world. Still not convinced that the 
whole thing was serious, I’m afraid I was 
rather flip. But as Mr. Slosser and Mervin 
Nelson, writer and director of the show at 
Bop City, explained that they actually 
wanted me to work for them, I dropped my 
bantering tone. If they were in earnest, I 
decided, they would have to make it well 
worth while for me to move from Atlantic 
City to New York. Too many producers 
feel that just the “honor” of working on 
Broadway will make up for a ridiculously 
small salary. 

I was getting $65 there in Atlantic City 
and cut down on expenses by sharing a nice 
apartment with another girl. I knew that in 
New York living would be twice as high, 
and an apartment would be impossible to 
find. Pd have to take a hotel room down- 
town near the night club and also provide 
for Diedra while I was away. They noticed 
my hesitation and upped their first offer of 
$70 to $75. Promising to think it over, I 
went back to get ready for the next show. 
Herby accompanied me part of the way. 

He was very sweet, thanking me for talk- 
ing with them and considering their offer. 
“I hope you'll take it, Miss Hardaway,” he 
added. “We'd like to have you in the show." 

We shook hands, and I smiled and said 
half-jokingly, “See if you can get $85 for 
me!” 

I confess I didn’t spend much time think- 
ing about the incident. Even if Mr. Slosser 
thought I was terrific, I was sure that my 
demand for that much money would cool 
his enthusiasm. Eighty-five dollars for a 
chorus girl was fabulous! It was not that 
I didn’t have ambition, but I still looked 
on dancing as something personal, a way 


to get money and have fun at the same 
time. As long as I was dancing, it didn’t 
matter too much that I was just a part of a 
well-trained team, instead of a featured 
performer. 

I guess I was more surprised than any- 
one when my conditions were met and Mr. 
Slosser sent for me. My doubts began to 
fade as I took a train for New York, where 
I was to open in “Jazz Train” at Bop City. 
In fact, I was soon feeling wonderful. 


TN NEW YORK I discovered there was 

something that Mr. Slosser and Herby 
had somehow neglected to tell me. I think 
it was the biggest shock of my life—and 
the most pleasant. Remember that ever 
since I'd been dancing, I had been just a 
chorus girl, part of the appetizer for the 
main course of big name performers and 
outstanding personalities. 

There I was, just off the train from 
Atlantic City, walking up Broadway to re- 
port for my new job. A poster announcing 
“Jazz Train" caught my eye. I read the 
names of Fletcher Henderson and his band, 
the Chocolateers. Then my heart stood 
still! “Rose Hardaway in the dance, 
‘Strange Moods,’ " the sign said. I couldn't 
believe my eyes. No one had mentioned 
that I was to have a spot in the show. No 
wonder I'd been offered what I considered 
an unbelievable salary for a chorus girl. 
But I didn't even have a routine worked 
out, and the show was scheduled to open 
in three days! 

By the time I reached the club, I had 
worked myself up into a high pitch of in- 
dignation. I felt it was- unfair to expect 
me to walk right into the show like that. 
And after I arrived at the club, I learned 
that I had not one, but £wo spots to do. At 
that, my emotional nature rebelled and I 
hit the ceiling. Later, I wondered what 
they thought of such a display of tempera- 
ment on the part of someone fresh out of 
the chorus, but at the time I was too excited 
and downright angry to care. 

Fortunately, no one seemed to take of- 
fense at my outburst. Mr. Slosser was most 
understanding. Quietly and sympatheti- 
cally, he told me that he had decided to 
use me in his new show after seeing me 
dance in Atlantic City, and was confident 
I could not only learn the two routines, 
but would be a big hit. So I went to work, 
putting everything I had into the re- 
hearsals. The whole cast pitched in and 
made me feel at home. Jimmy Crawford, 
the drummer, went out of his way to help 
me make the deadline. 

“Strange Moods” was a drum dance in 
which I portrayed a jungle maiden who 
lured the engineer of the “Jazz Train” 
away from civilization. The other spot I did 
was a blues number with Earl Bostic’s 
music backing me. 

I had arrived on a Monday. By Thurs- 
day I was ready; nervous and jittery at my 
first Broadway opening, but determined to 
live up to the expectations of everyone from 
the doorman to the backstage help. The 
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next day, rave notices proved that their 
faith in me had been justified. The show 
was a smash hit, said the critics. and the 
columnists called me a bright new star 
along the Great White Way. 

Throughout the entire run at Bop City, 
Mr. Slosser proved to be a marvelous boss. 
Without question, he raised my salary to 
that of a principal performer, and soon 
after I started working for him. had a spe- 
cial dressing room built for me. When the 
show finally closed, he called me into his 
office. 

“What do you intend to do now?” he 
asked, and I felt he was genuinely in- 
terested. not just being polite. 

“Well, I don't know yet.” I replied. 
"Keep on dancing, I suppose." 

He shook my hand. “Good luck, Rose,” 
he said. “But whatever you do, don’t go 
back into the chorus! You’ve had a good 
start here. Keep it up.” 

I took his advice and found jobs where 
I sometimes didn’t expect them. I con- 
tinued to build on the reputation I'd made 
for myself. Meanwhile, I got Diedra set- 
tled in Atlantic City with Mrs. Petty 
Richardson. She and her husband sort of 
adopted the two of us and I felt much freer 
to move around knowing that my daughter 
was being well cared for in the Richard- 
son’s lovely home. This past year was the 
first time we'd been separated and I con- 
fess I had some doubts about how well it 
would work out. I think I took it harder 
than Diedra. 

The kid’s a real trouper. I remember 
times at the hotel in Chicago how she’d 
play contentedly in the small room when 
I had to go out. She never showed any ill 
effects from the upside down life that show 
people live. I could sleep during the day 
and she would not only play quietly with 
her dolls, but would even answer the phone 
so I wouldn't be disturbed. Now she's in 
school and I certainly miss her. “Aunt” 
Petty brings her up to New York for a 
visit every other weekend and we stroll in 
Central Park and down Fifth Avenue and 
have a grand time together. When she 
comes to town we have supper together. 
Then I take her to the hotel for bed. Just 
as I did in Chicago, I look in on her be- 
tween shows to make sure she's all right. 
And it’s just like old times—hearing her 
chatter about her school work, buying her 
new clothes, and fussing with her about 
which side of the bed belongs to which one 
of us. 

Perhaps my daughter's life has not been 
like that of other little girls who have both 
parents and a permanent home. But I 
think that there is very little they have that 
Diedra doesn't have. My prayers every 
night are not for fame and success, but for 
continued help in giving my child all the 
things she needs—and more. I feel that 
Diedra has perhaps more understanding of 
the basic goodness in people than other 
children her age. She has been backstage 
with me any number of times and she's 
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met the people I work with. In this day 
and age, there are still some people who 
look on show business as something 
“wicked,” but no one will ever be able to 
tell my daughter that show people are not 
the salt of the earth. She knows for herself 
that beneath the grease paint of an actor 
or a dancer is a warm-hearted, generous 
human being and that men and women 
who can bring joy and laughter to others, 
even when their own hearts are heavy, must 
belong to a special breed. 


As I said before, this is a wonderful. 


chapter in my life, with Diedra in a happy 
home and things breaking for me. It's been 
like Christmas every day. At the Sugar 
Hill Cafe, the people seem to like my 
*Rhythm of the Drums" number, an exotic 
tale of primitive and sophisticated passion 
set to music by Larry Steele. It was Larry 
who brought me back to Broadway and his 
"Smart Affairs" revue has rated rave 
notices ever since opening night. Whatever 
success I’ve had in this show is due to the 
wonderful help I’ve had not only from 
Larry, but from Jimmy Tyler and every 
one of his musicians, including Jimmy 
Crawford and Clarence Johnson on the 
drums. The Fontaine Brothers, Lon and 
Don, add their terrific talent to my number, 
as well as dancing in their own spot. But 
then, the whole company of "Smart Af- 
fairs" works together as a team. I have a 
quick costume change to manage in one 
part of the show, so Helen and Norine, two 
of my best friends, who dance with the 
Congeroos, stand in the wings to help me 
make it. It’s little things like that which 
make me love show business and the peo- 
ple in it. They're grand! 

Tve never thought much about Holly- 
wood, but I’ve been told that film scouts 
have watched me with interest, and a few 
weeks ago in New York the director of 


MGW's “David and Bathsheba” caught the 
show. 

When I got the invitation to appear at 
the Jack Benny 20th anniversary show. I 
felt at last I had arrived. The Waldorf 
Astoria was sparkling with top talent as 
the big names and all the glamour of show 
business turned out to pay tribute to Jack 
Benny. Among others there to entertain 
was Billy Daniels. I had worked with him 
in Atlantic City in the days before his cur- 
rent, almost hysterical but well-deserved 
popularity. 

As time neared for me to go on, I got all 
choked up from the excitement, the senti- 
ment and the meaning of it all. Billy saw 
me wiping my eyes to keep the mascara 
from running, and came over. He patted 
me on the shoulder and turned on that 
wonderful smile of his. “You're on next, 
honey,” he said encouragingly. “Make it 
good!” 

Well, as I said before, that night was 
“the most!" The kind words I got from all 
the stars when I finished my number was 
music to my ears. If my dancing could 
draw praise like that from the best in show 
business, then the past 10 years of my life 
had been well worth all the sacrifice. 

I hope some day to marry again and pro- 
vide a real home for Diedra, but right now 
except for her, dancing is my love, despite 
what the columnists say—bless 'em! 

That's my story. Maybe not the wild, 
free-wheeling narrative some people might 
expect from a dancer like me, who is “tor- 
rid" and "sensual"—on the stage. 

But I hope that those of my ten thousand 
lovers who read this story have learned 
that the private life of an exotic dancer is 
not so different from that of other women, 
even though what she displays is primitive 
rhythms, provocative curves and passion to 
the pulsing beat of the-drums. 


How He Proposed 


(Continued jrom Page 14) 


I didn’t say yes right away. I told him 
I'd have to think about it. “That’s a pretty 
serious thing you're asking me," I said. I 
told him I'd have to discuss it with my 
parents. You see, I was only 18 at the time. 

“O.K.,” Illinois said, “let me know what 
your decision is.” Later I had time to think 
about this wonderfully talented guy who 
wanted me for a wife. I remembered the 
pleasant times we spent together. I re- 
membered the first time he saw me act in a 
college play. I had the leading role in 
“You Can't Take It With You,” produced 
in June, 1947 by the Howard University 
Players. Illinois observed my work closely, 
came backstage and said he thought I was 
very good. I liked his sincerity, his quiet 
manner and his sense of humor. 

Illinois, I decided, was a very fine per- 
son: “He’s so different from any other man 


I've ever met.” I told a close friend. Grad- 
ually the decision took shape in-my mind. 
I decided he was the man for me and that 
we should be married. We were married 
September 16, 1947. 

Illinois introduced me to a completely 
new life, the whirling world of show busi- 
ness. lt took me a little time to become 
accustomed to the new tempo and to the 
kind of hours Illinois kept. But I made a 
happy adjustment to it. I made many 
friends among his friends, chief of whom 
was the incomparable Ella Fitzgerald. Ella 
during the first difficult months was warm, 
comforting, understanding. She was so 
helpful. There were others too, but Ella 
TIl always remember. 

Many of us are often asked if we had 
our lives to re-live would we repeat them? 
Well, I for one am proud to say that I 
would gladly say yes again if Illinois 
Jacquet asked me again to marry him. 
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Our Mixed 
Marriage 
Didn’t 
Work 


(Continued from Page 23) 


your skin should make any difference. I 
like you—very much—and I don't see why 
it should matter." 

“You baby!” I said fiercely. “You inno- 
cent! Not make any difference! You've 
never been a Negro or you couldn’t say 
that. It makes a difference every minute 
of every hour of every day. I like you a 
lot, Ken, and that’s why I won’t go out with 
you. I know what I’m up against, I’ve had 
all my life to learn. I won’t have anything 
I do hurt you.” 

He grinned at me. “So now you've had 
your say. And now I repeat the invitation. 
When will you have dinner with me? You 
needn’t worry about me. I’m really not as 
naive about the world as you think.” 

I argued a little, but in the end Ken won. 
He said he knew of a nice restaurant in 
Greenwich Village and we made a date for 
the next Friday night. 

We started the long, weary job of look- 
ing for a place to live. The housing short- 
age was loosening up a bit, but even the 
little that was available was not available 
to us. No matter how early in the morning 
I arrived at places advertised, the apart- 
ment had just been rented. I did most of 
the looking myself, except on weekends, be- 
cause my working day started later than 
Ken’s. Ken suggested that he take some 
time off and do the looking, if the reason 
we weren’t getting anything was because 
of me. 

“TIl get the apartment, and then what 
can they do? They can't put us out, can 
they?" he said. 

But I knew that was no good. There are 
ways that an unwilling landlord can make 
you very unhappy. We had not tried to get 
anything in Harlem, because I felt that 
would make things more difficult for Ken. 
One day I answered an ad for an apart- 
ment in Greenwich Village. I was down- 
town by eight o'clock. It was a small brick 
apartment house, not very new, but it 
looked as though it were well kept. I was 
relieved to see no one else waiting in the 
small renting office. There was a pleasant- 
looking older woman behind the desk. 

“Im sorry, my dear, it was rented last 
night," she told me. At least, she lies in a 
pleasant tone of voice, I thought. 

My face must have reflected my despair 
and discouragement. I felt like sitting down 
and crying. I turned to go out. 

“Just a minute, my dear," the pleasant 
voice continued. 

“Yes?” I turned toward her. 

“I don't know whether you'd be in- 
terested or not, but there is one other apart- 
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ment available." 

“Would I!” I came back and sat down. 

“The point is," she said “we lost our 
superintendent, and we are looking for a 
new one. It isn't a difficult job and we 
provide an apartment. Would your husband 
be interested?" 

I froze. “My husband has a job,” I said 
stiffly. 

“Very well,” she said gently. “I just 
thought—with apartments so hard to find 
and all—” 

I thought fast. Maybe there was some 
way we could figure it out. She was trying 
to be kind, I knew. “What are the duties?” 
I asked. “Could a woman fill them?” 

“I don't see why not,” she said slowly. 
“It’s an oil furnace. There's not much to 
do, except see that the halls are kept neat 
and accept packages. That kind of thing. 
We have incinerators, so there is no gar- 
bage problem." 

“May I see the apartment?" I asked. 

It was a three-room apartment, a fair 
sized livingroom, small bedroom, kitchen 
and bath on the ground floor. She ex- 
plained that the job didn't pay much, but 
included the apartment and light and gas. 
I didn't know how I was going to convince 
Ken, but it was the only thing to do. I 
could give up my job and take care of the 
place. With no rent, no carfare and lunch 
expense for me, we'd be just about the 
same financially. I had a little money saved 
up and so did Ken. We could get some 
furniture. At least we'd have a place of our 
own, finally. I knew, of course, why she'd 
offered it. Nobody in the white apartment 
would object to a Negro living there if it 
were the superintendent, any more than 
they would object to a Negro elevator man. 
Then you were in the servant class and 
acceptable as such. At the same time, I 
felt it was kind of a break. The house was 
nice and in a pleasant neighborhood. All 
that remained was to sell Ken on the idea. 

It took some selling, because at first he 
was pretty upset at the idea, but I pointed 
out that it would really be easier for me 
than a regular job, and that it need only be 
a temporary plan until we finally found 
another apartment. In the meantime, we 
had to leave Joan's, we couldn't stay there 
forever. Ken gave in finally. 

We bought some inexpensive furniture. 
It was fun fixing the apartment up. I made 
some pretty flowered draperies and covered 
the few pieces of second-hand furniture 
that we used to piece out what we bought. 
The place really looked very pretty. We 
were happy to be alone for a change. I 
made sure that Ken was as unaware as 
possible of our position in the house. I did 
the cleaning while he was at work. 


WEEK or so later Ken told me that 

the firm wanted to send him to a sales 
convention in Chicago. He would be gone 
three or four days. It was an encouraging 
sign. He was a little worried about leaving 
me alone, but I told him not to worry a bit 
about it. Pd be all right. 


We hadn't been away from each other a 
single night since we'd been married, and 
I felt rather lonely when I went to the sta- 
tion to see him off. Somehow I just didn't 
want to be alone. I had been feeling all 
nerves lately. I hadn't said anything to Ken 
because I didn't want to worry him, and I 
figured that maybe with a few days to my- 
self, I could pull out of it. I hadn't wanted 
to go to the station with Ken. Several of 
his associates would be taking the same 
train, but he said rather sharply that he 
wasn't trying to hide me, I was his wife 
after all. I went, not without some mis- 
givings. Ken introduced me to several men 
at the station, and everything seemed to go 
off very well. I had made a point of wear- 
ing my best suit and a fresh white blouse. 
I knew I looked well. 

I stopped at the drugstore on my way 
home and bought a 25c mystery to read that 
night. I wanted to take my mind off my- 
self. Things had been going well, I told 
myself sternly. There was no use fussing 
and fighting shadows. I read until late in 
the night, then fell asleep exhausted. The 
next day I worked very hard, tiring myself 
out by cleaning the apartment until it was 
spotless and then washing down the halls 
and the stairs of the house until they shone. 
I wanted to do anything to keep from think- 
ing. 

The following morning the horrible fears 
I had been trying to ignore became reality. 
I thought as first it was some kind of night- 
mare from which I couldn't waken. Then 
gradually I realized I was awake and that 
something was terribly wrong. Everything 
was very dark. I could barely make out the 
outlines of the furniture in the room. I 
stumbled out of bed and steadied myself 
on the edge of it. It must be a terrible 
storm to be so dark outside, I thought. 
Panie-stricken, I fumbled for the clock. 
I couldn’t see it, but my hand groped on 
the night table and I finally found it. I 
could feel it, but I still couldn’t see it. I 
staggered across the room in the direction 
of the light switch, found it by feeling 
about the wall, and snapped it on, Nothing 
happened. Wave after wave of pure panic 
washed over me. Suddenly I couldn’t even 
see the vague outlines of the furniture in 
the room. Dear God, I thought frantically, 
am I blind? I wanted to scream but no 
sound came from my throat. I heard the 
sound of whimpering and realized it came 
from me. But how could I possibly be 
blind, I thought, trying to calm myself. 
People don't have good sight one day and 
find themselves blind the next with no rea- 
son for it. I sat down on the floor, needing 
the feeling of solidity under me, stunned 
and terribly, terribly frightened. I don't 
know how long I sat there, frozen with fear, 
silently praying to God to help me, make 
it all a nightmare, make me wake up. I 
pinched myself. I was awake all right. I 
must get help immediately. 

I would telephone my mother. But how 
could I dial the number if I couldn't see? 
I crawled into the living room, felt my 


way across to where the telephone table 
should be, but I couldn’t find it. My hand 
touched what seemed to be a chair and I 
went over it, trying to identify which one 
it was. I had lost my sense of direction and 
was in the wrong corner of the room. My 
panic grew and I kept crawling in one di- 
rection and the other. I couldn’t find the 
phone! I sat down again on the floor and 
tried to calm myself. The thing to do, I 
decided, was to find one wall of the room 
and go around each wall by feeling it. Then 
I would have to come to it since it stood 
against the far wall. Slowly and carefully 
I started, and in what seemed an eternity 
but was probably only a few minutes, I 
felt the table and reached up and pulled 
the phone off it. I shuddered as the phone 
clattered to the floor. Wildly. I groped for 
the instrument. I felt desperately about the 
floor and finally grasped it. I dialed the 
operator and asked for the number. 

“That number is in the book,” she 
droned. “You can dial it yourself,” and 
hung up. 

Frantically I dialed again. I told the 
operator: “I know this number can be 
dialed, but I’ve broken my glasses and 
can’t see the dial. Would you dial it for 
me?” and gave her the number. 

When my mother answered I couldn't 
say a word. I just burst into tears. 

“Carol? Carol, is that you?" she said 
worriedly. 

“Mom,” I gasped. “Mom, come quickly. 
I'm blind!" my voice was almost a scream. 

"Blind?" her voice sounded puzzled. 
Then, sensing my hysteria. and asking no 
explanation, she said quickly. *Pll be down 
as fast as the subway can get me there. 
Just hold on,” and hung up. 

Time seems endless when you are alone 
and in the dark. My mind raced around 
in circles searching for an explanation for 
this incredible thing that had happened to 
me. I could find none. I had eaten nothing 
unusual, taken no strange pills. Maybe I 
had some fatal illness, something I had 
never known existed in me. After a long, 
long time the door-bell rang. The telephone 
table was next to the door and I searched 
for the knob, found it, and opened the door. 
I could feel my mother’s arms around me, 
but I couldn’t see a thing. 

She led me to a chair. I was weeping al- 
most hysterically. 

“Pull yourself together, Carol, and tell 
me what happened.” she said in a firm 
voice. The voice pulled me back to child- 
hood when that tone meant obeying. I 
struggled and managed to choke back the 
sobs. 

“T don’t know, Mom. I don’t know. All 
I know is that my eyes are open and I 
can’t see. When I woke up this morning, 
I could see a little bit but even that’s gone 
now. I don’t know how long ago that was, 
two hours, or maybe only an hour ago. 


Tm scared, Mom, terribly scared. What is 
it?” 


S; 


“I don’t know,” she said slowly. “But 
we'll find out. TIl take you up to the doctor 
right away.” 


She called the doctor, got me dressed, 
and in twenty minutes we were on our way 
uptown. 

The doctor led me into his inner office. 
He said very little while he examined me. 
The examination took about a half hour 
and then he asked his nurse to help me 
dress and bring me back into his office. He 
sat me down in a chair and my mother 
took my hand and held it. : 

"Whats the matter, doctor?" I asked 
frantically. “What is it? Tell me, for the 
love of God!” 

“Carol,” his voice was cool. “Did you 
know you were going to have a child?” 

“No!” I screamed. “No, no, no! I can't 
have a child. I just can’t!” All the shadows 
I had been fighting loomed as one mon- 
strous fear. 

“Nevertheless,” he continued. “You are 
going to have a baby. I think you sus- 
pected it. Your mother has told me about 
your marriage. You don’t want this child, 
do you?” 

I started to cry. “It isn’t that I don’t 
want a baby, doctor,” I said brokenly. “But 
Isimply must not have one. I—I just won't 
bring a half-white baby into the world. I 
just won't. You must do something!" 

“Because you can't bear the idea of hav- 
ing this child, you have become blind," 
the doctor went on. “You probably know 
nothing about psychological blindness but 
it’s a medical fact, nevertheless. You don’t 
want to face what has happened. You don’t 
want to see this baby or take the responsi- 
bility for it in the world, and that’s why 
you're blind.” 

I had had enough schooling in psy- 
chology to realize that the doctor was right. 
I had read about such cases, but it had 
never occurred to me that it could happen 
to me. 

“Furthermore,” the cool professional 
voice continued. “Unless you face the fact 
of your pregnancy and adjust to it, you can 
stay blind the rest of your life. It's up to 
you. Medicine can't help you. A psychia- 
trist can do no more than ask you to face 
reality, just as I have. It’s up to you, my 
dear. Good day." 

My mother brought me downtown again 
ina cab. She said that she would stay with 
me a day or so until Ken got back. She 
didn't say anything about the baby. With 
her usual wisdom she realized I had to fight 
this thing out with myself, and with her 
usual kindness she went about making 
things comfortable for me physically. 

Isat in a chair in my bedroom all after- 
noon, trying to straighten out my thoughts. 
Instinct told me that Ken must not know 
about the baby. Not yet, not until I de- 
cided what was to be done. I could not 
have an abortion, I knew. That would be 
opposed to all my religious training and 
against everything I believed in. You're 
going to have a baby, I told myself. You're 
going to have a baby. No! No! No! Maybe 
the doctor made a mistake. He must have 
made a mistake. You can't have a baby. It 
will be the end of everything. You can't 
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ruin Ken. You made your choice. How did 
this happen? You were so careful. Do you 
want to stay blind? What makes you think 
the doctors wrong? Round and round, 
backward and forward the thoughts went. 
I don’t know how many hours later it was 
that I found myself saying that I must ac- 
cept the fact of the coming baby. I calmed 
down a little. 

“What time is it, mother,” 

“Seven o’clock, honey,” she said. 
you feeling?” 

I glanced in the direction of her voice. 
and a small shiver ran down my spine. I 
could make out a dim shape across the 
room. Y, 

“Mom!” I cried happily. “I can see a 
little. Just a little, but it’s not all dark 
now.” 

“Of course you can,” she said quietly. 
“You're a brave girl, Carol, and a sensible 
one. Don't you worry, honey. We'll figure 
this thing out." 


I asked. 
“How 


[N THE next couple of hours my sight 

gradually improved. By the time I went 
to bed it was back to normal. It was ter- 
rifying to realize what a tremendous in- 
fluence the mind had upon the body, and I 
began thinking of all the cases we had had 
in class. I wondered how I could have been 
so stupid as to not think of the explanation 
for myself, but of course it wouldn't have 
happened at all if I had been aware in the 
first place. My mother spent the night with 
me and we talked of everything else except 
the baby. I told her that I wanted to think 
things out a little more. I asked her to say 
nothing about it to the family or Ken. I 
felt that it was very important that Ken 
not know about my pregnancy, I wasn't 
sure why I felt so. 

I did a lot of thinking in the next day or 
so before Ken got back. He wasn't happy. 
I knew, although he was too loyal a person 
to say so. I didn't doubt that he loved me, 
but I knew that the way we were living, 
the superintendent business and the nar- 
rowness of our social life were all making 
him uncomfortable. There was no point in 
dwelling on the fact that I had forseen all 
our difficulties. When people are in love 
they feel as though any trouble can be sur- 
mounted. I knew that although I had pro- 
tested, my protests had been somewhat 
half-hearted, because I too had wanted to 
believe that our love was possible and that 
we could live happily together. After all, 
Ken still had his job. There was the pos- 
sibility of his promotion, so maybe it could 
still work. But the idea of a baby made a 
difference, a big difference. I knew Ken, 
and I knew that if I were pregnant, he 
would stick with me no matter what hap- 
pened. It was, therefore, up to me. I must 
figure things out and make a decision about 
us, without his knowing about the child. 

When Ken got back from the sales con- 
vention he was sort of quiet. When I asked 
him how it went, he said all right, but he 
didn't tell me all about it, as he had when 
we were first married. As a matter of fact, 


I suddenly realized that he hadn't talked 
very much about his job lately, except to 
tell me about the opening for sales man- 
ager. I didn't press him for details. If he 
wanted to tell me he would. I chattered 
on about the house and what I'd done while 
he was away, most of which was necessarily 
fiction, since I couldn't tell him my fright- 
ening experience. I wasn't even sure he 
heard half of what I said, although he 
seemed to make the right responses at the 
right time. 

About a week later when Ken came 
home, I knew by the look on his face that 
something was awfully wrong. This time I 
had to ask what the trouble was. 

“What is it, Ken?" I pleaded. “Tell me, 
darling. I know something is very wrong. 
Is it the promotion?" 

“They gave it to Jones," he said harshly. 
“Jones! He can't touch my record. That 
job was mine, and I lost it." 

I felt sick. “It was me again, wasn't it 
Ken?" My voice was almost a whisper. 

"Yes, it was." There was a coldness in 
his voice I had never heard before. *The 
boss called me in and told me that he knew 
Td understand. The job called for enter- 
taining and social life. We both knew what 
he meant." 

The pain in my heart was like a knife 
thrust. I must take a big step now, now, 
while he was vulnerable. And he must never 
know what I was doing. 

“Did it ever occur to you that you might 
be kidding yourself, Ken?" I said coolly. 
“That it might be your fault? I’m getting 
a little sick of being blamed for everything. 
Maybe you're not the wonder boy you think 
you are." 

He looked up at me, startled, and then 
I watched the anger mount in him. *You 
have nothing to do with it," he said coldly. 
“You know damn well why I lost my first 
job. How would you like to be on the re- 
ceiving end of nasty cracks day after day? 
You don't have to take anything. You sit 
snug here at home and know nothing about 
the invitations I don't accept because I 
can't take you! Why do you think I lost 
‘Slim,’ one of my best friends? I suppose 
you think I like being ‘the superintendent's 
husband'! Oh my God, I even got in a fist 
fight at the convention because some drunk 
made a crack about my ‘nigger wife.’ The 
only break I’ve had in this whole damn 
thing is that we haven't had a kid. That 
would really finish things off for me." 

Ken mustn't ever know how his words 
hurt me. I clenched my teeth to keep from 
crying. Now was my chance, maybe my 
last chance, to help him and I must do it. 

"Well, don't come crying to me," I said 
sharply. 
bed of roses, you know. I warned you long 
ago, but you wouldn't listen. At least I had 
some life of my own before we were mar- 
ried. Now all I have is this small apart- 


ment, and sometimes I feel as though I'm 
"m 


“Tm not finding this marriage any 


going crazy! 
“Tve done everything I could to make 


you happy. What’s wrong with you, Carol? 
I don’t understand you tonight.” 

“You never did, really,” I said sneer- 
ingly. “Sure I was in love with you, but if 
you want to know the truth, I’m bored to 
death with this marriage. And I think the 
sooner it ends the better.” 

Ken looked stunned, and I was inwardly 
amazed at the seemingly intense sincerity 
in my voice. “Carol, Carol darling,” he 
said. “What's happening to us? I’m sorry 
for everything I said. I know it’s not your 
fault.” His face had a bewildered look. 

“Its not my fault, but I’m the one who 
takes the rap." I said bitterly. “And I’m 
through. I mean it. I don’t like this mar- 
riage any more than you do. I should have 
had more sense than to marry a white 
man.” 

The shock in his face made me want to 
weep. I watched conflicting emotions flicker 
over his face. Then gradually it hardened. 
“I guess I was mistaken,” he said icily. “I 
must have been a fool all the way along. 
Go back to your own people, then, if that’s 
what you want. I thought you loved me, I 
thought it was worth all the misery, but 
apparently I was wrong. Maybe you're 
right. Maybe we'd better quit, right now." 

Hour after hour the hurting words went 
on, until finally Ken slammed out the door. 
I sat down in a chair and wept. I had 
succeeded all right. I had hurt him ter- 
ribly, but I had broken the tie. He would 
never know what it had cost me. He must 
never know. It was my offering of love to 
him. He was young and could pick up his 
life again. I would have my child, and I 


would make up to my baby in every way I 
could for bringing him into the world. 

When Ken returned that night he came 
into the bedroom, picked up a blanket and 
went back and slept on the couch in the 
livingroom. It was all I could do not to run 
after him, but I knew I must not. 

He didn't come home until late evening 
the next day. Then we didn't speak to each 
other. The following afternoon I packed my 
bag and left. I knew that I could keep up 
the farce no longer. I left a short note 
saying that I would get in touch with him 
by letter later, asking him only to make 
arrangements with the landlord about a 
new superintendent, and took a cab uptown 
to mother's house. Fortunately, she was 
alone when I got there and I told her 
briefly that I had left Ken, and then went 
to my old room and shut the door. 

I sent Ken a letter a day later, saying all 
the conventional things about our break-up 
being all for the best. I got a letter from 
him several days afterwards. He seemed to 
have accepted the idea pretty well. I could 
even detect a small note of relief in its 
tone. My father will take over all the de- 
tails of our separation, because I could not 
bear to see Ken. Dad and Ken will discuss 
the matter of a divorce and how it can best 
be managed. Ken must have his chance in 
life. He is a kind, good person and he gave 
me the great gift of happiness for a time. 
It is now my turn to give him happiness. 

I will try to bring my baby up wisely, 
and perhaps he will make the pain of los- 
ing Ken a little easier. It was a terrible 
decision to make. I pray it was the right 
one. 


On the Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 
Edwards struck gold when MGM Records 


became interested in one of his tunes and 
asked him to cut a sample platter. Unable 
to pay a vocalist, Tommy sang the song 
himself to his own piano accompaniment. 
That was the big one for the young fellow. 
His first record, PU Never Know Why 
proved an instantaneous click and MGM 
rushed him before the microphones again 
for A Beggar In Love, A Friend of John- 
ny's, and the sensational Morningside Of 
The Mountain. 

Other Tommy Edwards’ sides on MGM 
include My Concerto/Solitaire available on 
two speeds—78 rpm (MGM 11077 and 
K11077—45 rpm). His waxing of /t’s All 
In The Game/All Over Again are the hot- 
test platters on the market right now. He 
has the peculiar ability in his singing to 
make each song a brand new experience. 
Absent, therefore, are the usual singing 
cliches that identify many of his contem- 
poraries and this, in itself, is really 
refreshing. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 
Wheel of Fortune / I Wanna Love You, 
stressing the strident, barrel-house chirping 
of the terrific Kay Starr. With the Harold 
Mooney orchestra and a vocal group be- 


hind her, Kay adds another to her increas- 
ing list of A-1 hit platters as she puts over 
the clever lyrics of the Bennie Benjamin- 
George Weiss Hit Parade bell-ringer. In- 
cidentally, this interracial team of song- 
writers (Benjamin is a Negro) has been 
hitting the top with every tune they have 
manufactured thus far . . . GOOD: Mer- 
curys Wheel of Fortune/Tell Me Why 
with Dinah Washington. Only fault with 
Dinah's disc is that not enough attention 
was paid to the musical background. There 
is an amazing similarity in the voices of 
Kay Starr, Dinah Washington and Frankie 
Laine and Wheel, had it been made by 
Laine, would make good comparison ma- 
terial for those who want to go that far. 

WORTHWHILE: Atlantic's Jock-O-Mo/ 
Charmaine, by the slick Loumell Morgan 
Quintet Capitol's Shame On You/ 
Would You Dance With A Stranger? by 
Peggy Lee with Sid Feller's band. . . . 
Savoy's It's All Over Baby/Blowin’ The 
Boogie, by Paul Williams and his Huckle- 
buckers with Danny Cobb contributing the 
vocal on Is All Over. . . . Atlantic's Shine 
On (Big Bright Moon)/Without My Love, 
Ruth Brown-ed to a turn... Tender Heart/ 
Hard Times, Aladdin's bomb shell by the 
inimitable Charles Brown. 


RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
F R E E 1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 
O 3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. King. $. 
O WEEPING AND CRYING Griffin Bros.. 
O PRETTY BABY—Margie Day 
O BOOTED— Roscoe Gordon 
O CRY— Johnny Ray.. 
SHINE ON—Ruth Brow 
1 GOT LOADED— Peppe 
BEST PARU EM Mil 
HOW MANY MOR YEARS Howling Wolf. . 
SHE DON'T MOVE ME NO MORE-—&. B. king 
FOOL FOOL FOOL—The Clovers.... 
CRY BABY—Percy Mayfield...... 
M ENS CHAIR- Fats Domino. . 
HE GLORY OF LOVE— The Five Keys 
CHILE 1S ON—Joe Turner 
DON'T YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU—The Clovers. 
ROCKET 88—J. J. Brenston..... 
HI HO BABY—Jackie Brenston 
BLACK NIGHT—Charles Brown. ......... 
SHE'S GONE AGAIN—Amos Milburn 
SEVEN LONG DAYS—Charles Brown. . 
HARD TIMES—Charles Brown 
BECAUSE OF YOU—Tab Smith. _ 
NEW FLYING HOME —Lloyd Glenn. . 
HOUSTON’S HOTHOUSE— Joe Houston 
1 GUESS YOU'RE SATISFIED—The Victoria 
1 AM WITH YOU—The Dominoes 
PM CRYING—Memphis Slim 
I'M IN THE MOOD—John Lee Hooker 
GROUND HOG BLUES—John Lee Hooker. . 
V AIN'T IN THE MOOD—Helen Humes 
TEND TO YOUR BUSINESS—James eave: =a 
60 MINUTE MAN—The Dominoes. ...... 
CHICA BOO—Lloyd Glenn... .- 5 
WALKING ALONE Memphis Slim. ` 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner._... 
MONEY BLUES—Camille Howard 
WAITING JUST FOR YOU—Lucky Millinder 
BLOODSHOT EYES—Wynonie Harris 
T-99 BLUES— Jimmy Nelson... . 
1 GOT NEWS FOR YOU—Roy Milton. 
HEY LITTLE GIRL—John scarey Trio. 
MY BABY'S GONE—B. B. Kin; ARE. 
PLL WAIT FOR YOU—Ruth Brown Ss 
TEARDROPS FROM MY EYES—Ruth Brown 
TENNESSEE WALTZ BLUES—Stick McGhee 
ROCKIN AND ROLLIN—Lil Son Jackson 
EVERY NIGHT ABOUT THIS TIME—Fats Domino 
PVE BEEN L0ST- Little Willie Littlefield. . . 
THE THRILL IS GONE—Roy Hawkins. 
COFFEE Ds GA US 
GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightning Hopkins 
PRAYING GROUND Crean! Hopkins 
LONG WAY FROM TEXAS Lightning Hopkins 
BLOW JOE BLOW—Joe Houston. 
PRAYING FOR YOUR RETURN—Percy Mayfield 
WHAT A FOOL | WAS—Percy Mayfield 
LOST LOVE—Percy Mayfield 
O Please Send Me Someone To Love Percy Mayfield 
O THREE HANDED WOMAN- Louis Jordan. . 
O WEAK MINDED BLUES—Louis Jordan 
JUST ONE MORE DRINK—Amos Milburn. . 
BAD BAD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn 
WALKING BLUES—Amos Milburn 
PH Always Be In Love With You—Charles Brown. . 
MY BABY’S GONE—Charles Brown z 
MOANIN AT MIDNIGHT—Howling Wolf 
STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters. .... 
SHE MOVES ME—Muddy Waters. . 
SPIRITUALS 
THESE ARE THEY—Gospel Harmonettes 
I'M SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes. . . 
PRECIOUS LORD—Bro. Joe May 
LET JESUS LEAD YOU—The Detroiteers 
SAVIOUR DON'T PASS ME BY—Fairfield Four... 
COMING HOME— Five Blind Boys... 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers... 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys 
HOW I GOT OVER—Clara Ward. 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys. 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Si 
DON'T MISS THAT TRAIN Sister | Wyn Carr 
I SHALL KNOW HIM—Sister Rosetta Tharpe. 
PRECIOUS MEMORIES Sister Rosetta Tharpe 
STRETCH OUT—Sister Rosetta Tharpe 
MOVE UP ALITTLE HIGHER—Mahaiia Jackson 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers 
IVING ON MOTHER'S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers 
Move In The Room With The Lord Soul Stirrers 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers. . Š 
SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers. . 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers 
LORD HOLD MY HAND- Pilgrim Travelers. . 
MOTHER BOWED—Pilgrim Travelers 
1 Got A Mother Gone Home—Pilgrim Travelers. 
DOCTOR JESUS—Bro. Joe May 
OUR FATHER—Bro. Joe May 
1 THANK THE LORD—Bro. Joe May 
What Do You Know About Jesus—Bro. 
DO YOU KNOW 


Se a era ea ea a a m SE a IS ye EE el a a a S SEE eller 


er 


i: 
ESUS I'M THA . 
"ip WITH JESUS— Pilgrim Travelers... 
HAT A_BLESSING—Pilgrim Travel 189 
H WELCOME HOME— Pilgrim Travelei E 
Jesus Met Woman At Well—Pilgrim T: E 
D) Jesus Hits Like Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured—Send for Free Catalogue 
ESSEX RECORD SHOP, Dept. TM 
91 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE, NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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(Continued from page 19) 


My hand found his in the darkness. 
“Dick—” I whispered. “Do you—" 

“Do I love you?” he finished for me. 
“Honey, I love you so much that I can 
hardly keep my mind on my work when 
you're around. And when you're not around 
Em always thinking about you, dreaming 
of how nice it would be if—gosh, what's 
the use of talking about it? Pd give any- 
thing if you'd marry me. But I can't ask 
you. We'd both be unhappy, then there'd 
be another failure chalked up against me." 

“No, Dick—no!” I cried. “You mustn't 
talk like that." 

I pulled his head down and our lips met 
in a long kiss. Then I began to talk, punc- 
tuating my words with tender little kisses. 
“Tf I kept on working . . . with both our 
salaries . . . we wouldn't need much of a 
place, darling. No, let me talk. We've got 
something more important than money . . . 
and just because your first marriage went 
wrong I was fairly babbling now. 
“Why, I read an article once that proved 
second marriages are more successful than 
first ones." 

He brushed back my thick curls and 
looked deep into my eyes. “You’re so aw- 
fully young, Linda." 

“Tm 18," I retorted. “And I know my 
way around!” 

"Tm 28," he said sadly. “And I’ve lost 
my way." 

I buried my head against his shoulder, 
held him tight against me. “Then Fl help 
you find it again! Oh, Dick, darling—let 
me help you!" 

With a low, choked murmur, Dick let 
himself go. His caresses sent my head reel- 
ing. The throbbing in my throat made me 
gasp for breath. This was what I wanted! 
With the innocence of inexperience I won- 
dered what there was to be afraid of. We'd 
manage some way. As long as I could nestle 
in his arms, hear him whisper he loved 
me—that was enough. 

After we'd said goodnight and I was in 
bed, I lay thinking about it. It seemed 
strange to be in love with a man who'd 
been married before. What had his first 
wife, Arlis, been like? Had she loved him 
as I did? How could she have given him 
up? Reliving those glorious moments with 
Dick, I was convinced she must have been 
a blind, foolish woman. 

When I broke the news to my folks, they 
found a dozen arguments against it. *Love 
may be grand," Dad said thoughtfully, *but 
you can't live on love, Linda honey. A man 
nowadays has his hands full taking care of 


one wife, but Dick will have two, plus a 
child." 

Mom was short and to the point. “I al- 
ways said Id never try to live my children's 
lives," she said bluntly. *So I won't start 
now. All I’ve got to say is, love is mighty 
fine when the rent's paid and the pantry's 
full. But when the cash starts running 
out, so does love!" 

Two months later Dick and I got mar- 
ried. My parent's objections, my sister's 
cautions, all words of advice went in one 
ear and out the other. The love light in my 
eyes blinded me to anything except Dick. 
With a man like him for a husband, a girl 
could take anything, I reasoned. 

We found two small rooms in a cheap 
housing project on the edge of town. They 
had partitions of composition board a 
shower stall instead of a bathtub, and an 
oil stove in the middle of the living room, 
but it was heaven to me. 

“You see, I told you everything would 
work out," I smiled up at Dick as he car- 
ried me through the door into our home. 
"We'll get the furniture on credit and with 
both of us working, we'll have it paid for 
in no time." 

Dick worked half a day Saturdays, but 
I was off. I was busy cleaning the house 
the first Saturday in our new home when 
someone knocked. When I opened the door 
I saw a fleshy, light-skinned woman whose 
brownish hair was dark and spotty at the 
roots. She was rather untidy in her 
wrinkled housecoat, but she had a pleasant 
face and a friendly smile. 

“Welcome to Greenwood Manors,” she 
said. “That's an awful fancy name for these 
streamlined shacks, but it’s home to us!” 

“How nice,” I cried. “Come on in. You're 
my first company.” 

“I’m Sally Ludlow, your next door neigh- 
bor,” she said, eyeing the place as she took 
a seat. “I made some cookies today. 
Thought you might like some.” 

“Thanks, Sally,” I said, taking the plate 
she handed me. “I’m Linda Winters.” 

It was fun putting on the coffee pot, 
spreading a new cloth over the tiny dinette 
table and sitting down to chat with my 
neighbor. “You sure are getting your place 
fixed up cute,” Sally said somewhat en- 
viously, looking around at my red plastic 
curtains and the bright shelf paper I'd put 
up in the cupboard. “I just love to see a 
young couple starting out." 

Then she launched into what appeared 
to be her favorite subject, local gossip, 
bringing me up to date on practically 
everybody in the project. Dick came home 
while Sally was still there, stopped to join 
us in a cup of coffee and then went into 
the bedroom to put up some curtain rods. 

Sally gave me a wink. “Don’t blame you 
for being happy, girl,” she whispered, “with 
a hunk of man like that!” 

Dick and I went to work and came home 
together, then pitched in to fix dinner. 
Later in the evening, Dick did odd jobs 
around the house and yard, while I washed 
the dime store dishes. It was sheer heaven. 


I went around with such a loved feeling. 
happy and secure in Dick’s comforting love. 
He was always finding excuses to stop and 
kiss me, expressing his affection in a dozen 
different ways. It was perfect—except that 
every now and then Pd catch a look on 
Dick's face that seemed to say, "This can't 
last." 

It did last. July .. . August . . 
ber...three months of paradise. 


. Septem- 


HEN I got sick. At first, I refused to be- 

lieve it. Not yet! I prayed. Mother 
Nature wouldn't play a dirty trick like that 
on me. Not when our plans—and budget— 
just wouldn't stretch to include a baby yet. 
But it was true, and denying it to myself 
wouldn't halt the changes going on inside 
me. The new life under my heart was there, 
despite my desperate, helpless tears. 

For two weeks, my condition made going 
to work a miserable, dreaded task. Pd 
drag into the office, shaking with nausea, 
and the medicine the doctor gave me didn't 
help. 

*You just can't go on this way," Dick 
said one morning after Pd had a partic- 
ularly bad attack. “I’m going to tell Smith 
hell have to find someone to take your 
place." 

I was too ill to protest. All I could do 
was crawl back into bed and lie there, 
afraid to move. Toward noon, Sally came 
over. “I noticed you didn't go out with your 
old man this morning," she said, then look- 
ing closely at my face, asked, *Ain't you 
feeling good, honey?” 

I began to cry. “I wish I was dead!” 

When Dick came home that evening, I 
could see how worried he was and I tried 
to hide my own concern. “Just wait, you'll 
see some real budgeting!" I said bravely. 
*We'll make the money stretch somehow." 

Dick gathered me into his arms. “It’s all 
my fault! I should have known better than 
to let you in for this." 

It was good to have Dick hold me like 
that, but I knew he was scared. I would 
have to be brave enough for both of us. 

In the months that followed, I began to 
see what Dick had meant when he said his 
money just wouldn't stretch for another 
family. The furniture bills kept falling due, 
even after half the cheaply-made pieces had 
been repaired over and over. I clung to the 
futile hope that after the first few weeks 
had passed, maybe I could get a part-time 
job for a while. But it didn't work out that 
way. Some days I had a hard time just 
getting around the house. I revolted against 
a body that wouldn't let me do what I 
wanted to do. 

After an eternity of agony, little Ronnie 
came—a month ahead of schedule. Incu- 
bator . special care expensive 
medicines, more and more bills added to 
an already top-heavy budget. 

I don't know what I'd have done without 
Sally. She was so warmhearted that she 
had plenty of love left over from her own 
family to lavish on me and the baby, and 
she seemed to transmit some of her strength 


to me during those dark days. Every day 
she came, chewing her wad of gum, keep- 
ing up a continuing stream of gossip, mak- 
ing me laugh in spite of myself. She 
carried Ronnie's little clothes home and 
washed them out for me. She cooked things 
and brought them over. 

Sally was a real friend and though she 
influenced me to do something dreadful, it 
was only because she was trying to help. I 
was the one who should have known better. 
Anyway, her being around was a life-saver 
to me many a time. 

But even with Sally to fall back on, the 
situation grew more desperate. It seemed 
incredible that there could be so many bills 
piling up. Dick would bring home his check 
and not once complain about never hav- 
ing any pocket money. I'd pay a little here 
and a little there, holding out on the grocer 
to pay the milkman, letting the furniture 
bill go in order to get the bare necessities 
for little Ronnie. But all the time we were 
slipping farther and farther behind. 

Somehow we weathered those bad dreary 
days and when Ronnie was a year old, he 
was much stronger and able. to toddle 
about. Every night, Dick would get down 
on the floor and romp with him, playing 
“horsie” or pretending to box, gently rub- 
bing Ronnie's brown bud of a nose with 
his big fist. After they'd tire themselves out, 
they'd stretch out on the floor, their heads 
on the same pillow. 

At last I found the courage to say what 
was on my mind. “Dick,” I suggested one 
night, “don’t you think it would be a good 
idea if I got someone to take care of Ron- 
nie and went back to work? I think I could 
get Sally to—" 

Dick swung the baby down from his 
shoulder and set him on the pillow. *Not 
Sally, honey," he said, pulling me against 
him. “I don't think she'd be a good in- 
fluence for the kid. He picks up every- 
thing now, you know, and her language is 
strictly barrelhouse." 

“But we need the money so badly!" I 
protested. 

He rubbed his chin against my cheek. 
“T know it's hard for you, Linda. But right 
now, Ronnie's more important." 

Ronnie clinched the question by toddling 
over and grinning up at us, his one tooth 
gleaming. “Mamma,” he gurgled. 

*See?" Dick laughed. *He doesn't want 
you to leave him!" 

So I stayed home with the baby. But it 
got so I was afraid to answer the phone or 
doorbell for fear it would be a bill col- 
lector. Well, you asked for it, I told myself 
fiercely. Dick warned you. He'd predicted 
this. Still, he never griped about the way 
things were going. He just knuckled down 
and did his best to keep things going. 

It was the furniture collector who set me 
off the day he demanded,a payment on the 
rug that was already showing thin spots 
and ragged edges. 

“T can't give you anything today,” I said 
shakily. “If you'll come back—” 
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"You'd better do something, lady,” he 
warned. “We'll have to cart this stuff back 
to the store. The interest on the unpaid 
balance mounts up every week, you know." 

I slammed the door after him, a futile 
gesture to cover my impotent rage. Then I 
sank down into a chair, sick at heart and 
confused. I had visions of a big van back- 
ing up to the house to cart away every- 
thing while the neighbors watched and 
talked and pitied us. 

It was Dick's payday and he had cashed 
his check on the way home. He took out 
his carfare for the week, then put eighty 
dollars into an envelope to be sent to Arlis. 
He handed me the rest. 

I hit the ceiling. “Why can't she get 
along just once without that eighty dol- 
lars?” I blurted out. "She's not crippled, 
is she? She ought to be able to work.” 

Dick’s lips tightened. “It’s my job to sup- 
port Betty as well as Ronnie,” he said 
quietly. “Just because I couldn't get along 
with her mother is no reason to let her 
down.” 

“What about me? What about Ronnie? 
Don’t we count?” My voice was shrill. 

We were sitting on the living room sofa. 
Dick had brought out a bottle of wine and 
poured me a drink. He was filling his own 
glass. He frowned a bit as he poured. 

“Linda, darling,” he pleaded. “Be reason- 
able. Don’t make it harder for me.” 

“So now I’m unreasonable,” I yelled, 
furiously blowing smoke up into the air. 
“Well, I'm sick and tired of bills, bills, 
bills. Maybe you can live on love, I can’t. 
I require something more out of life.” 

Even in my anger, I realized that many 
a man would have said, “I told you so.” 
But not Dick. He put his hands on my 
shoulders and held me firm, even though I 
struggled to pull away. 

“Tm going to get in some overtime,” he 
said quietly. “That will help. And I think 
I can do some overhaul. jobs here in the 
project. You know, working on the cars 
right in the street. I know it's a tight fight 
with a short stick, honey, but we'll make it. 
Just so you and Ronnie keep well. Come 
on now,” he coaxed. “Don’t be mad at me, 
please." 

“Oh, Dick!" I wailed. “You’re so—so 
good!" I flung my arms around his neck. 
For the first time I noticed how thin he had 
gotten. And there were, new lines in his 
face. I felt awful about my outburst. 

We made up, but that evening I caught 
Dick staring off into space. His mind 
seemed to be some place where I had no 
part. I longed to go over and sit on his lap, 
put my face against his and feel the love 
between us. Vague doubts, suddenly taking 
definite shape, held me back. Was Dick 
sorry he had married me? Poor darling, 
life had certainly handed him a rotten deal. 
He had had two wives, and neither of them 
had been able to give him much happiness. 

I began to act toward Dick just as I had 
in our old honeymoon days. I wasn't going 
to let him be cheated out of everything. At 
least Í could give him all my love. So my 


kisses smoothed out the lines of worry on 
his forehead, my caresses massaged his 
work-weary muscles. For a little while, 
debts and discouragement vanished under 
the magic of our love. 


HORTLY AFTERWARDS, a solution to 

: our troubles miraculously appeared. I 
heard that a trained nurse was opening a 
day nursery in our block. She was going 
to take children for all day and give them 
lunch and a nap in the afternoon. It 
sounded like just the thing for Ronnie. 
She was going to start in about a month 
and I could hardly wait. I didn’t see how 
Dick could possibly object and I’d decided 
that as soon as the play school opened, I 
would get him over to talk with Mrs. 
Hughes, the nurse. It was perfect—too 
perfect. 

You see, I was caught again—pregnant 
again. It was crazy. It was wrong. It 
wasn't fair. Just because Dick and I had 
sought strength and reassurance from each 
other, and given and taken freely of our 
love, I had been trapped in the same web 
that had almost stifled our marriage less 
than two years before. 

A dead hopelessness settled over me the 
day I could no longer cling to the vain hope 
that the signs were all wrong. I tucked 
Ronnie into his crib for his nap and 
wandered into the living room. All of a 
sudden the blues came down on me. A 
tear-jerking soap opera blared out from 
the radio. Pitiful, gasping sobs welled up 
in me and my eyes stung with unchecked 
tears. 

Sally walked in a few minutes later and 
found me that way. The customary humor- 
ous quip died on her lips when she saw 
me huddled on the sofa. “Hey, now!” she 
said sympathetically. “It can’t be that bad. 
What’s eating you, honey?” 

I really bawled then. “It’s everything! 
Just when that new day nursery is about to 
open and I think I'll be able to go out and 
get a job, I have to go and get pregnant 
again. Oh, I can’t take it!” I pounded the 
cushions in desperation. “I just can’t take 
this constant business of bill collectors, 
scrimping, saving and doing without 
things!” 

Sally came over and sat down beside me. 
Her plump arm went around me and she 
cradled me like a child. “Take it easy, 
Linda,” she soothed. “You'll just make 
yourself sicker. Let me make some tea and 
we'll have ourselves a little gripe party. 
Maybe that'll help some.” 

I tried to smile through my tears. “I’ve 
sure got enough gripes. Gosh, Sally, what 
am I going to do?” 

“Maybe you could put Ronnie in the 
nursery and work for two or three months,” 
she suggested. 

“The way 
groaned. 

“Yeah, I remember. Gee, honey, you've 
got troubles and then some!" She went into 
the kitchen and put on some water, then 


the cramps hit me?" I 


came back to the doorway. She stood there 
studying me carefully. 

“You know, there's one way out," she 
said at last. *Now don't bite my head off, 
but—well, I could get something to fix you 
up." 

It took a while for it to sink in, then 
shock hit me. “Sally, how can you even 
suggest such a thing?” I demanded. “I’d 
die first!” 

Sally shrugged and went back to her tea- 
making. My eyes wouldn’t leave her broad 
back. “Besides,” I flung at her, “I’ve al- 
ways heard it was dangerous. And Dick—” 

She didn’t turn around. “Oh, people are 
always saying things like that, Linda. And 
as for Dick—he doesn’t have to know every- 
thing. does he?” 

I sipped my tea in silence. and for once, 
Sally didn’t have much to say. All the time 
I kept thinking about what she had said. 
Even after Sally went home, the idea she 
had planted grew and grew until it loomed 
up in my mind as the only possible 
solution. 

Mother happened to drop in to see me 
that same day. Ronnie squealed in delight 
when he saw her. He climbed up on her 
comfortable lap and cuddled against her 
ample bosom. “He seems to be running a 
little fever, Linda,” she said anxiously, run- 
ning her hand across his forehead. 

“He’s probably coming down with an- 
other cold,” I said listlessly. “If it’s not one 
thing, it’s another. Oh, Mom—Mom!” I 
burst out. “I’m pregnant again! What am 
I going to do?” 

A shadow crossed her face and her eyes 
softened with sympathy. “What does any 
woman do? I know what it is to have small 
ones and another on the way. Your father 
and I had some hard times, too.” Her 
voice was low, but steady, and somehow I 
felt closer to my mother than ever before. 
“But the Lord helped us through, Linda 
baby,” she continued, rocking back and 
forth with Ronnie in her arms. “And what 
a blessing all you children have been. 
Sometimes I think, what if I'd missed hav- 
ing any one of you. You just can’t tell how 
things will look a few years from now.” 

No, but I know how they look now, was 
my bitter thought. I recalled her remark 
about love running out when the cash did. 
Our love hadn’t disappeared yet, but it 
was sure getting away from us. When you 
couldn’t love each other like you wanted to 
without—oh, what was the use? It was a 
vicious circle that repeated itself endlessly 
for poor people. 

Before Mom left she gave me five dollars 
I knew she needed at home. She was hardly 
out of the house when the insurance man 
came and I just gave him the whole thing. 
It made me so furious that I went over to 
Sally’s and told her I was ready to try any- 
thing. 

The pills she brought back from the drug 
store certainly looked harmless enough, but 
my throat was so tight with fear I could 
hardly swallow the first one. What if some- 
thing happened? Suppose Dick found out? 
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He'd never forgive me, I knew, and he'd 
blame himself as well. Murder . . . the 
ugly word drummed through my head. But 
it isn't really formed yet, I told myself. It's 
only a seed. 

Just the same, I couldn't help feeling 
awful. It was the first time I had ever kept 
a secret from Dick. When he came home 
for supper, I avoided his eyes. I had a bad 
feeling. But Sally said when I almost lost 
my nerve at the last minute, I couldn't let 
life push me around any more. 

The next day Ronnie's cold was worse 
and as the week wore on he became more 
fretful. I felt perfectly miserable too. I 
took the pills as Sally had directed. Noth- 
ing happened. All week I alternated be- 
tween periods of hope and bleak despair. 

"You'd better increase the dose," Sally 
advised a few days later. “You’ve gone this 
far, you'll have to go through with it." 

I began taking twice as much. 

The next day I was almost doubled over 
with pain. Ronnie was all choked up and 
running a fever. I knew I ought to call the 
doctor, but that would mean another bill. 
I decided to use the steamer by Ronnie's 
bed while he took his nap. Always before 
it had given him some relief. 

The electric cord sparked as I plugged 
in the small heater and I bit my lip in 
savage fury. Everything was against me. 
I made a mental note to have Dick fix the 
frayed cord. It should be lengthened too, 
because I had to run it over the foot of 
Ronnie's crib to reach the outlet. 

Ronnie's big brown eyes, so much like 
his daddy's, gazed up at me in patient 
wonder. He couldn't understand the sick- 
ness that had gripped his tiny body. Just 
before the heavy lids drooped shut he gave 
me a wan little smile and I tucked the 
blankets up around his neck. As the steam 
filled the room, his breathing eased. He 
was like a brown cherub lying there with 
his soft curling hair and smooth, fat cheeks. 

However, the medicated steam made me 
feel ill. Or was it the pills finally taking 
effect? I lay across the bed and closed my 
eyes, trying to calm my jangling nerves. 
The steamer would soon shut off automati- 
cally, I knew. It was so good just lying 
there and letting the strange floating sen- 
sation lift my aching body and throbbing 
head up and up and up... 

Then suddenly I was in a smoky, fiery 
hell, writhing in agony. I was screaming 
for my baby at the top of my lungs, shout- 
ing for Dick, and all the time nightmarish 
hands were clawing at me, holding my 
straining body in check. 

I awoke to find it wasn't a dream. Fire 
had raced through the tinderbox structure 
of the house and neighbors had dragged 
me from the burning building. They re- 
strained me from racing back inside after 
Ronnie. When they brought out his smoke- 
blackened crib, my tortured mind could 
stand no more. After a few horrible mo- 
ments of hysteria, mercifully, I slipped into 
an endless void . . . 
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WEN I opened my eyes. Dick was 
bending over me. There were deep 
new lines in his haggard face. “Linda, 
darling! Thank God you're all right," he 
whispered, putting his hand over mine. 

“Oh, Dick!" I sobbed. “Ronnie—our 
baby’s dead! What will we do? What will 
we do?” à 

It was a few days after the funeral when 
Sally asked furtively, “Didn’t those pills do 
any good at all?” 

I just stared at her, unable to focus my 
mind on what she was talking about. Then 
I remembered. I'd been taking pills too— 
My knees buckled at the realization. Sally 
put a supporting arm around my waist. 
“Can't stop now!" she warned. “After all 
you took and what you've been through— 
well, I don't know, but anything's liable 
to happen." 2 

Did she mean my baby might be crippled 
or blinded—or worse? I didn't dare voice 
the horrible thought. Neither did she, but 
it was there between us like a ghastly in- 
truder. A scream ripped from my gaping 
mouth. Again and again came the an- 
guished cry, until Sally finally quieted me 
and put me to bed. 

My brain was numb and my heart a lump 
of horror as I lay beside Dick that night. 
I shrank from his touch, but he reached 
out and drew me close. “I talked with your 
mother today,” he said into the curve of my 
neck. “She told me about the baby. Oh, 
darling! Why didn’t you tell me? Going 
through all this alone is too much for you. 
Maybe this child is being sent to take 
Ronnie’s place.” The words choked in his 
throat. 

No, no! my heart cried. He wouldn’t 
say that if he knew what I had tried to do, 
if he learned that I had tried to take this 
new life even before it began. Sooner or 
later, I knew, Dick would discover the 
truth and the love in his eyes would turn 
to hate. He went to work each day, his 
face drawn with inward pain. I knew he 
felt Ronnie’s loss as keenly as I did. But 
even in sorrow, his conscience was clear. I 
was the one who carried a double burden. 

With each passing day my guilt grew 
heavier. Although he said nothing, I know 
Dick thought I was acting queer. What 
woman wouldn’t if she knew she was carry- 
ing a twisted, broken life inside her body? 
When I went out, I never noticed the 
happy, laughing, normal children. My at- 
tention was involuntarily drawn to those on 
crutches or in wheel chairs. Perhaps my 
child would never run and play in the sun- 
shine. Maybe it would never hear the sing- 
ing of birds or see the grass or flowers or 
the face of the mother who maimed it. 

It seemed an ironic joke when Arlis 
wrote to Dick and announced that she was 
marrying a man who wanted to adopt Betty. 
Dick was finally free from the financial 
millstone around his neck. 

“Now there'll be enough for us,” he said 
gratefully. 

I didn’t answer. It takes extra money to 
provide care for the kind of child I would 


bear. Dick thought he was easing my mind 
when he said, “You'll be able to enjoy this 
one, darling.” His words stung me like salt 
on an open wound. I didn’t deserve such a 
kind, thoughtful, loving husband. I was 
about to pile more heartaches on those I’d 
already brought him. 

Fortunately, the body has its own safety 
valves, and when my time came, my over- 
loaded nerves simply refused to transmit 
the mounting fear and anxiety to my tor- 
mented brain. All I could do was let Nature 
take her course and my emotions were so 
drugged with guilt the labor pains passed 
almost without notice. 

I was exhausted when it was over. “You 
go to sleep, young lady.” the nurse ordered, 
gently but firmly tucking me into bed. 

“But—the baby.” I whispered through 
parched lips. 

“A boy. Now, rest.” 

Of course, she wouldn’t tell me the bad 
news. That would be left to the doctor, or 
Dick. They were trying to break it to me 
gently, I decided. I was positive they would 
tell me the baby would need special care. 

I hovered between sleep and conscious- 
ness, just waiting for the awful moment. It 
was when they began bringing the babies 
for nursing that my heart constricted. 
Would they bring my baby? I turned my 
face to the wall to hide the tears. 

“How about giving this young man his 
breakfast, Mrs. Winters?” 

The voice stirred me out of my half- 
stupor. I turned slowly and the nurse 
smiled and laid the soft bundle she carried 
beside me on the bed. A little fist fanned 
the air, there was a tiny sound from the 
puckered mouth, two eyes opened and shut. 

“Nurse—” I forced myself to go on. “Is 
he—all right?” 

“Of course,” she laughed. “Seven pounds 
of perfection, and an appetite to match! 
You'd better do something about that!” 

Something happened to me as I held my 
son close to me. A weight was rolled from 
my heart. My bunched up nerves relaxed, 
and my soul knelt in humble prayer. I 
sent up a prayer of thanks that my sins 
had not been passed on to my child, a 
prayer of thanks for the miracle of life 
that can mean a new beginning for a parent 
as well as the beginning for a baby. 

When Dick came, I poured out every- 
thing to him, and the miracle of life and 
love that was part of us drew us together 
again. Little Ronnie will be always in my 
heart, a sweet, unchanging two-year-old 
angel. But I'll be able to watch his little 
brother grow and laugh and play, I'll be 
able to bandage his hurts, kiss away his 
tears. And maybe somewhere, somehow, 
Ronnie will know and understand that I'd 
do it for him, too—that Ive learned the 
hard way that the magic thing about a good 
mother is that she never gets to feel so 
sorry for herself that she forgets how pre- 
cious are her children—the living and the 
unborn. 
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Little Joe's Malt Shop. 
for us high schoolers. 


It was a hangout 


T WAS at Joe's that I met Rex Phillips. 
He was extremely well-poised for a 19- 
year-old. He was one of the best-known 
young piano players around town. His voice 
was low and easy-going. He was slender, 
just a wee bit smoother of face than most of 
the boys in school and his features were 
sensitive, yet well-defined. I decided he was 
very handsome the minute I laid eyes on 
him. 

I was all eyes as Rex sat down at the 
piano in the back room of Joe's. His music 
was alternately tender. passionate, boister- 
ous, jolly and hot. It made me feel free 
to.live in swingtime or die from a broken 
heart in the romantic tragedy of the blues. 

I just had to meet him. I wheedled an 
introduction when I found out that my best 
friend, June, had known him for some time. 

"This is my friend, Jenny," June told 
him. *She's dying to meet you.” 

Rex turned to look at me through pleas- 
ant brown eyes. 

"Gee. you're pretty," he said with dis- 
arming directne: 

I guess I blushed, but I managed to say, 
“I love your playing. I wish I could just 
sit next to you while you play. I’m a real 
bug for music." 

"That's nice of you,” Rex told me, with 
the slightest hint of embarrassment. ^Why 
don't we sit down together now?" 

I was in Heaven sitting next to Rex—and 
even more so when he offered to take me 
home, but when he confessed that he 
wanted to see more of me, I thought my 
heart would burst with happiness. 

Rex and I had made a date for the fol- 
lowing Saturday night to go to hear Tommy 
Dorsey at the Orpheum Theatre. It turned 
out to be more than just a date. 

It really complicated things for me. For 
one thing, Rex asked for another date and 
I enjoyed being with him too much to re- 
fuse. Yet, how could I arrange to meet 
him all the time. Or how could I invite 
him to my home and bear the disapproval 
which I knew my parents would display. 

Rex and I began seeing each other on 
the sly. 

One day he suggested that I skip school 
so we could spend a long time together. 
That day he took me over to his home on 
the west side of L. A. It was a nice, though 
oldish, two-story place. He fixed up a snack 
in his mother's clean kitchen, and as we 
ate, sitting on the living room sofa, he told 
me about her. 


She was a hard-working 
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widow. Rex wanted to be a successful 
musician and buy her a home in the coun- 
try. fix things so she could take it easy. 

After we ate, we sat at the piano for 
more than an hour. I was in a trance as 
Rex played all my old favorite tunes. He 
had a surprise for me too. 

“Listen to this. I wrote it just for you,” 
he said proudly. 

The tune was a strangely, bewitching 
three-note melody. I closed my eyes and 
listened enraptured. Suddenly he stopped 
at the middle verse. I opened my eyes. 

He pulled me into his arms and smoth- 
ered my lips with kisses. At first, I felt 
a chill, then a quick-starting fire inside. 
My heart beat faster, pounding blood up 
to my head, up against my eardrums. 

Rex halted the spell long enough to ask 
again: “Will you marry me, Jenny? I love 
you so much; you do love me too, don’t 
you?” 

“Oh, Rex, you know I do. 
can say.” 

We moved back to the sofa. Between 
kisses and hugs, we talked of nothing but 
our marriage plans. I must have been in- 
sane with love, because I forgot all about 
everything after a while. Rex stopped talk- 
ing too and let his actions speak for him. 
His passionate kisses bruised my lips, 
alternately torturing and thrilling me. 
Blood flowed hotly in our veins, exciting 
our senses, suggesting, demanding, causing 
us to lose our heads, forget. . . . 

We were both lost in a trance and still 
locked in a rapturous embrace when Rex’s 
mother came in the door. She walked in 
before we could make a move. Stopping 
short, she stared, horrified, as we looked 
at her guiltily from the sofa. 

"What's the meaning of this, Rex?” she 
cried angrily. “Who’s this girl?” 

Rex got up slowly. I did too. I wrenched 
my hands in embarrassment and Rex 
shifted from one foot to the other. Mrs. 
Phillips began a scornful tirade. 

*Here I scrub floors, wash dishes, slave 
all day to make something out of you." she 
screamed. “And all you do is spend your 
time with some nasty little slut—" 

Turning on me, she demanded: “What's 
your name, if you have one? Is this the 
way your parents brought you up?" 

Rex cut in. “Look, Mother, it’s my 
fault,” he pleaded. “Don’t insult Jenny. 
She's Rev. Smith's daughter and we're go- 
ing to be married." 

"Rev. Smith's daughter?" Mrs. Phillips 
exclaimed in horror. *Well, we'll just see 
what he has to say about this—" 

She hurried to the small telephone table, 
dialed "information." Before she got an 
answer, she wheeled on us, screaming, “Get 
out of my sight, both of you." 

Rex and I left. We were silent and sad 
as we walked down the street. 

“Tt’s all my fault,” Rex said miserably. 

"Don't feel that way, honey," I com- 
forted him. “I was just as much to blame." 

Suddenly, Rex's face lit up with an in- 
spiration. 

"Look, Jenny," he said excitedly. “I’ve 
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More than I 


got eighty-seven dollars. Just drew it out of 
the bank for a down payment on a new 
piano. Let's go away. Let's get married. 
We can take a bus to Yuma or Las Vegas." 

We were two foolish kids. I decided to 
do what Rex suggested. For one thing, I 
hated the idea of facing my parents. We 
started out for Yuma with barely enough 
money to live on for ten days. 


E WERE married in Yuma. Rex 

worked at odd jobs, meanwhile, keep- 
ing his eyes open for something steady. 
When he got a little money ahead, we 
bumped across the country on a bus to 
Chicago. 

We rented a cheap room in a fleabag 
hotel. Rex looked for a job. Our little store 
of money was running out when Rex found 
a job with a small combo, but left because 
the sax-playing leader hogged the show 
and never gave any of his sidemen a break. 

Rex wasn't as worried about losing the 
job as he was that I would feel he should 
have kept it, regardless of what he had to 
take. 

“Just keep on trying. hon,” I told him. 
“You'll get the kind of job you like.” 

I was right. When one of the biggest 
name band leaders in the country came to 
Chicago for a two-week engagement down- 
town, Rex learned that the band wanted 
a fresh man on piano. He got the audition 
and won the spot immediately. 

We moved to a better hotel and when 
Rex got his first check, we really cele- 
brated. I bought some clothes and Rex 
insisted that I come along on the road when 
the band travelled. 

Everything was wonderful until I met 
Sue Carter. I had noticed that Jim, her 
better half, the bass player with the band 
played it free and loose with the numer- 
ous dizzy, young chicks who followed along 
in the wake of the band. 

“Why shouldn't I play?" she asked. “Jim 
is just as bad. Talk about a sailor with a 
girl in every port. Why that guy has a 
woman stacked away in every whistle stop." 

I asked her why she remained married. 

“Why shouldn't I,” Sue came back, lift- 
ing her eyebrows in surprise at my ques- 
tion. “He has a good job and he’s a little 
more broad-minded that most of these no- 
good musicians. The majority of them 
play. but want you to sit home. 

This was a new philosophy for me. Sue’s 
careless remark about “most of these no- 
good musicians,” scared me. 

I couldn’t blame any woman who went 
for Rex’s handsome, smooth and clean-cut 
looks. Often, he took over the leader’s 
baton and then he would grin, his eyes 
lighting up happily. Hearing the admiring 
squeals from fawning females in the audi- 
ence, I began to wonder a little more. 

Sue had planted a seed of doubt which 
sprouted and grew. I began to wonder if 
Rex was telling the truth when he came 
home late, saying he had to do some extra 
work or sit in on a session with the boys. 


'HE SMASH-UP came about 18 months 

after Rex had joined the band. They 
were playing a nice Philadelphia spot and 
my doubts had been lulled by Rex's honey- 
moon-like sweetness and devotion. When 
the bolt struck, I was caught completely 
off-guard. 

One night Rex remained in the hotel 
room long after time for him to go to work. 
I asked him what was the matter. 

“Its a girl" he continued. ^A band- 
struck little wench is trying to make trou- 
ble. blaming a baby on me." 

“I suppose you're innocent?" I said sar- 
castically, hoping he'd say so and convince 
me. 

“I didn't really mean to get involved 
the first time," he said, measuring his every 
word. “Everywhere you go, these musician- 
struck girls are there, hanging around the 
dressing room, the bandstand, following 
you to the coffee shop. I didn't mean to 
mess around, but a bunch of fellows said 
they were going on a party in Detroit one 
night. I tagged along. There were a cou- 
ple of beautiful chicks. We had a couple 
of drinks. One thing led to another. I just 
followed the crowd, I guess. I was afraid 
to act differently." 

“Well, after Detroit," he went on, evad- 
ing my eyes, “I guess I was a weakling. 
This chick threw herself at me, really. The 
second time we came to Philly I met this 
other chick who’s trying to stir up the 
mess. She’s from a rich family. I just 
meant to be sociable to her. One day she 
invited me to her house. We drank and 
then—” 

His voice trailed off emptily. Suddenly. 
fury driving me out of my mind for the 
moment, I leaped at him, pummelling his 
face and chest with my little fists until he 
caught my arms and sat me down. 

“Look, Jenny—” he began. 

“Leave me alone! Leave me alone!” I 
sobbed. “Get out! I don’t want to see 
you again!” 

“But Jenny,” he said, “I confessed. I told 
you the truth. Can't we start—” 

“Tm going back home to my parents,” I 
screamed in rage. “I should never have 
left. I don't care what you do. I don't 
care if you drop dead." 

I slammed into the bedroom and locked 
the door. 

That night I packed, took another room 
in the hotel and caught a Los Angeles plane 
in the morning. 

Riding in the taxi from Los Angeles air- 
port, I wondered just how my parents 
would take my return. The cab pulled up to 
the house and, for the first time, I felt a 
twitch of fear. I walked slowly up the 
steps. 

My heart leaped into my throat as I 
heard footsteps coming down the hall. My 
mother opened the door. She stood staring 
unbelievingly at me and my heart saddened 
as I noticed she was a little grayer. The 
tears came into her eyes and spilled down 
her cheeks. I walked right into her arms 
and burst into tears. 


Dad was at the church. After we got 
over our crying spell, Mother and I talked 
happily. She told me the agony they had 
gone through while I was away. They had 
taken my leaving hard, but they had prayed 
just as hard and Dad had softened with the 
sorrow he felt at missing me. He had even 
admitted wishing he had been a little more 
understanding, a little less strict. 

I knew there had been truth in my 
mother's words when Dad came in the 
door. He didn't try to hide his joy at see- 
ing me. 

Neither of my parents asked me about 
Rex. 

The first few weeks at home, I continued 
to feel sorry for myself and to seethe with 
fury at the way Rex had treated me. But, 
as the days passed, and I saw the miracle 
of tolerance which had come over Dad, I 
began to wonder if I hadn't been too hasty. 
After all, we had both made a mistake at 
the very beginning. We had broken an old 
rule of decency and when I had been his 
partner in crime I had been willing enough 
to forgive him so I could feel justified in 
forgiving myself. 

My thoughts were in a turmoil. Whether 
to forgive or to continue to feel mistreated. 

Several months passed and then I read 
in a Negro paper that the orchestra was 
coming west to appear in a white club in 
Southern California. Rex’s name was 
prominently displayed in the lineup of 
headliners. 

I decided I would see Rex when he came. 
talk to him and find out whether we both 
wanted a divorce. 


UT BEFORE I could take the initiative, 

the most dramatic thing happened. 

One Sunday morning, while sitting in 
Dad's church, I was startled to see Rex 
walk down the aisle and take a seat. He 
didn't seem to see me as he took a front 
pew. 

As was his habit, Dad tapered off his 
sermon by starting a song. He invited all 
“who want to be saved" to “come forth 
and get right." A dozen people responded. 
One of them was Rex. 

While the congregation sang, “Lord, Im 
Coming Home," Rex went up to Dad and 
grasped his hand. Before I realized what 
I was doing, I was walking up front too. 
It seemed that I was being drawn by some 
unseen power, that a friendly hand was 
guiding me. Dad grasped both of our hands 
and squeezed them together in his. Through 
tear-stained eyes, Rex and I met each 
others gaze. 

I was in a haze of happiness as we 
walked back down the aisle together to the 
pew where I had been sitting. When we 
stood up to hold our hymnal in front of us 
and join in the singing, my thoughts raced 
wildly. Rex’s strong, clean voice, blending 
with mine, seemed to promise that all our 
sins would be forgiven. 

After the services, I timidly asked Rex 
to go home with us. 

While Mother set the dinner table at 


home, Rex talked quietly with me. He 
seemed embarrassed, ashamed of himself. 
But he spoke with sincerity. It was in his 
voice and mirrored in his eyes. He begged 
my forgiveness. 

“Jenny,” he said earnestly, “I thought 
I would die without you. Yet, I knew I had 
been a heel. I almost quit the band when 
I heard about our Southern California en- 
gagements. But, somehow, I got the 
strenght to stick. Then, I asked the leader 
to give me a few days off so I could come 
out and try to get things straight. 

“I got into town late last night and went 
straight home. Mother had aged terribly 
and it made me sick to think of how cruel 
T'd been to her. 

“Then I thought about you and your 
parents," he continued. “Just what gave 
me the idea of coming out to the church, T 
don't know. All I know is that when I 
woke up this morning, earlier than usual, 
the thought was there." 

As he paused, I asked the one question 
uppermost in my mind: “What—what hap- 
pened in Philadelphia, Rex?" 

He dropped his eyes for a moment, then 
raised them to meet mine. 

“The part about my being untrue was the 
truth,” he said manfully. “I want to ask 
your forgiveness for that. But the girl tried 
to frame me and say that a baby she had 
was mine. They investigated and found 
out that she was lying, that she'd been 
bumming around with a lot of fellows. I 
was cleared by the court." 

We were just getting ready to go into 
a tender clinch when mother came in to 
announce dinner. 

My Dad had studiously avoided saying 
anything directly to us until we reached 
the table. Then he asked Rex about his 
trip out, his work, and made small talk. 

Rex kept this part of the conversation 
going for a while, then abruptly stopped 
eating and turned to Dad. 

“I know now, Reverend Smith, and you 
too, Mrs. Smith,” he said, “how wrong I 
was to take Jenny away from you. I’ve also 
committed a grave sin against her. I came 
here hoping you could find it in your heart 
to forgive me—and to win back my wife." 

“Son,” said Dad, without a moment's 
hesitation, “Pll admit that I was awfully 
mad when you two ran away. But I’ve 
learned to forgive. That’s the lesson the 
Lord teaches us. I can’t speak for Jenny. 
She’s grown now. But, if you and she want 
to make a fresh start, you have my bless- 
ing.” 

Rex turned to me. 
“Jet’s talk it over.” 

It was all we could do to keep from wink- 
ing at each other. Both of us knew very 
well that it was already settled. But it was 
a wonderful excuse to leave the table and 
to be alone with each other. 

As we walked out of the house, arm-in- 
arm, I knew it was the brightest daylight 
even though I could see stars twinkling in 
the sky. THE END 


“Jenny.” he said. 
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Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 8) 


The Sagittarius birthdays have been in 
one of their best romantic cycles for the 
past several months, but this cycle ends in 
April. There is, therefore. no time like 
the present to achieve romantic attach- 
ments, if circumstances have previously 
prevented their formation. 

Persons whose birthdays are under the 
signs of Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio. 
Capricorn and Pisces should also find much 
romantic encouragement during April. The 
first nine days have the helpful support of 
the planet Venus, from the sign of Pisces. 
Those who have Pisces, Cancer or Scorpio 
birthdays will feel an emotional excitation 
which will gain a prominence not to be 
operative again for many years. It is not 
wise, however, to permit guidance of the 
excited passions to influence one’s decisions 
in love, romance or marriage. Some degree 
of reason and careful thinking will prevent 
grave mistakes. 

The full moon with its influence upon 
romance and marriage occurs on the 9th 
and 10th. The two most favorable days for 
marriages are the 4th and 14th. The 8th 
and 30th are to be avoided. Number com- 
bination for April: 1, 7 and 8; 1, 3 and 9; 
2, 7 and 9. Give preference to the numbers 
1, 5, 6 and 9. 

My selection of favorable days accord- 
ing to April planetary formations are as 
follows: 


Aries: 2, 4, 7, 12, 17, 20, 23, 29. 
Taurus: 1, 6, 13, 16, 19, 20, 27, 29. 
Gemini: 4, 5, 9, 13, 17, 18, 22, 26. 
Cancer: 4, 5, 11, 13, 19, 20, 24, 29. 
Leo: 3, 6, 9, 14, 19, 23, 27, 29. 

Virgo: 6, 8, 14, 16, 18, 23, 27. 

Libra: 2, 4, 8, 9, 14, 16, 19, 23. 

Scorpio: 2, 7, 12, 14, 17, 20, 27, 30. 

Sagittarius: 4, 13, 17, 23, 25, 26, 27. 

Capricorn: 5, 7, 11, 15, 17, 24, 26. 

Aquarius: 5, 9, 11, 13, 17, 19, 23, 27. 

Pisces: 1, 5, 11, 14, 17, 20, 24, 29. 

Do you know under what sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, this infor- 
mation will be supplied you by sending a 
self-addressed, stamped envelope to Helen 


Sides, Tan Confessions, 1820 S. Michigan 
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 10) 


follow the teachings of Christ which have 
proven to be the only way man can find 
true peace of mind. When you begin think- 
ing of the many disappointments which 
you may have had, stop and realize that 
they awakened hidden strengths within 
you and made you greater than you were 
before. 

In the first specimen of handwriting 
shown here, you can see how one individual 
improved her attitude toward life. The 
change is shown very clearly in her hand- 
writing. In Fig. 1 is the writing of a wom- 
an of 45. She complained of a life of 
indecision, and blamed her frequent fail- 
ures on bad luck. By examining her 
writing, we find that her “bad luck" was 
really of her own creation. The ascending 
lines and spontaneous writing reveals a 
quick and restless type of mind, the type 
which demands endless variety in living. 
The narrow middle zone and misplaced “i” 
dots reveal a lack of concentration and 
some anxiety. She is very imaginative, with 
a tendency to be materialistic. This is 
shown in the excessively long “t” bars and 
over-developed lower zones. The left slant- 
ed lower zones descending into the next 
line of writing reveals a definite physical 
tendency coupled with great emotion 
which, in actual life, can be explained in 
sexual terms. 

In Fig. 2, the writing is more relaxed 
and harmonious in comparison to Fig. 1. 
The woman changed her attitude toward 
life, becoming increasingly idealistic, and 
more understanding of her basic needs. 
She began placing proper values on her 
emotions, achieving a balance which re- 
moved many uncertainties from her life 
and made it richer. Here is a wonderful 
example of what we can do for ourselves 
if we try. 

An analysis of your handwriting pre- 
pared by me is now available to those de- 
siring this service. Write me, enclosing a 
self-addressed, stamped envelope and I will 
send a folder outlining the types of analy- 
sis available, and the fee. This scientific 
service is for the person who realizes the 
advantage of personal attention from an 
experienced analyst and counselor. Write: 
Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Ill. 
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Girls 

Too Wild? 


(Continued from Page 13) 


same contempt for me that was all too ap- 
parent in his uncomplimentary remarks 
about other small-town girls? 

Long after Burt left that night, my lips 
tingled with the memory of his kisses. But 
as I sat brooding alone in my St. Nicholas 
Avenue bachelor girl apartment other mem- 
ories haunted my thoughts. Memories of 
my childhood and youth in Linwood (pop- 
ulation 20,000)... . 

Had I or my teen-age friends been any 
“wilder” than kids in the big cities, Burt. 
for instance, and his crowd at P. S. 26 in 
Brooklyn and later in high school? I 
knew enough about adjustments that mar- 


riage partners must make to realize that if 
Burt married me with his avowed hostile 
attitude toward girls who had lived in small 
towns, our relationship would be handi- 
capped from the start. Somehow, I had to 
convince him that actually there was very 
little difference between Linwood's bobby- 
sox crowd and our big city cousins. 

The only way to do that, of course, would 
be to tell him my own story. Thinking 
back, I wondered whether I could afford 
to be frank about it. Was it a fact that the 
present generation was no worse than the 
“flaming youth" of our parents’ days? 
What would I say to Burt; what was the 
most important thing for him to under- 
stand? 

It was this, I realized, there is a differ- 
ence between town and city, but not the 
one most people take for granted. I mulled 
this over as I sat in the darkness, smoking 
cigarette after cigarette, going back over 
my short, but eventful past. 

I remember my first date with Carl, a 
movie and a midnight snack at Ricky's 
Rendezvous. The gang usually made this 
their last stop before going in at night. 
Carl strolled into the sandwich shop with 
his customary devil-may-care attitude. I 
was hanging breathlessly on his arm. 

*Pick up on the new combo!" remarked 
one of the boys standing around the juke 
box, as we went to an empty booth. 

“Hey, Carl,” yelled another, “I guess you 
know that's jail bait!” 

I turned up my nose at their crude re- 
marks and waved to other couples in the 
place. “Don’t pay any attention to the 
junior wolf pack, Freda,” Carl laughed. 
“They’re just jealous.” 

“You know it too?” I agreed, noting with 
satisfaction that Jack Minor, my former 
steady, was gazing at me with sorrowful 
calf-eyes. 


“Who’s jammin’ the box?” someone 
called out. "There's a new Eckstine side 
out that'll make you flip!” 

Importantly, Carl got up and shoved a 
quarter in the juke box and said, “Name 
your own poison!” Soon the whole place 
was packed with swinging, swaying cou- 
ples. My joyful heart beat in time with 
the rhythms that blared out from the 
chrome and glass record player. 

Later. as Carl said goodnight on my front 
porch, screened from the street lamp by a 
curtain of ivy, he asked, *How's about this 
Saturday night, gorgeous? There'll be four 
of us and PIl have Dad's Chevvie or Sid 
will have his old man's car." 

“Gee, I don't know, Carl," I said hesi- 
tantly, remembering that he and Sid were 
in a bunch a couple of years older than my 
own. 

*Sid's bringing Mabel," Carl coaxed. 
* And if you're going to be my steady—" 

“Oh, of course I am!" I whispered. 

Carl put his hands on my shoulders and 
pulled me close to him. “Then why should 
I have to look around for another date this 
weekend?" 

His voice was low and pleading, and the 
urgency of it sent delicious little thrills up 
my spine. Before I knew what was hap- 
pening, he had bent his head and kissed me 
full on the lips. Fd heard the kids talk 
knowingly of this kind of kiss, but now I 
knew how they drained the very life from 
you, sent your senses reeling. 

“Gosh!” I breathed softly. 
fast." 

Carl chuckled. “You’ve been used to 
those squares like Jack Minor. Just wait 
till Saturday, baby!” 


“You work 


WENT around with my head in the 

clouds the rest of that week. Friday, 
Mabel Struthers found me in the study 
room. Mabel was the daughter of one of 
the local ministers, but I didn’t know her 
very well. All I’d heard about her was that 
she was *wild, like all preachers’ kids." 

She certainly didn't look it. Quiet and 
demure, almost to the point of shyness, 
Mabel had a sweet, angelic expression that 
gave the impression that butter wouldn't 
melt in her mouth. 

“Sid tells me you're coming with us to- 
morrow," she whispered, making sure that 
the study teacher was safely out of sight 
and earshot. 

I nodded and she looked at me quizzi- 
cally. “I hope Carl knows what he's 
doing,” she murmured. *Itll be fun—if 
you go along with the party." 

I glanced at her quickly, but before I 
could ask her to explain her cryptic re- 
mark, she grabbed up a book and buried 
her face in it just as the study teacher 
walked past. Then the bell for the next 
period rang and I didn't get a chance to 
see her the rest of the day. 

I awaited the momentous occasion with 
a mixture of eagerness and expectancy of 
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unknown delights. The kids came by for 
me on schedule. Sid and Mabel waited out 
in the car while Carl came in to get me, 
chatting with Dad in the living room until 
I finished dressing. Finally, I was ready 
and hurried out the door, with Mother giv- 
ing my curls a final pat or two. 


Mabel gave my new dress an approving 
glance and Sid craned his neck in a comi- 
cal fashion, blinking his eyes and making 
crazy noises. Carl gave him a playful shove 
and ordered: 

“Let’s get going.” 

Sid started the car and we cruised along 
to the Rendezvous. He parked and we 
spilled merrily out of the car. The Ren- 
dezvous was an intimate little place. There 
were ten or twelve couples seated at the 
small tables. Dim lights created a wonder- 
ful atmosphere and the juke box, at just 
the right pitch, throbbed with soft, ro- 
mantic music. I felt very sophisticated as 
we sat and talked, drinking rum cokes. 
T'd had very little experience with alcoholic 
beverages and I was sure that this evening 
would make me a very grown-up young per- 
In the flush of pleasure at the enjoy- 
able evening and somewhat giddy with the 
drinks Carl kept urging on me, T began to 
feel an ever softer, warmer feeling for 
him than I had known previously. Sid and 
Mabel soon became involved in their own 
conversation and Carl and I followed suit. 
Our companions didn't even notice us when 
we got up to go toward the back of the 
place. Carl said he wanted to introduce 
me to Jim Beasley, the owner of the Ren- 
dezvous. 


son. 


Mr. Beasley was very cordial to me and 
very complimentary. 

"She's a real peach, Carl,” he appraised. 
"Congratulations." 


“Thanks,” Carl beamed back. “Incident- 
ally, baby, you ought to see the swell lay- 
out Beasley has in back of this place. His 
bachelor apartments you know." 

Then, as if a sudden thought had struck 
him, he turned to Mr. Beasley: 


“How about letting Gladys look in on 
your place,” he asked. 

“Glad to,” Beasley agreed and got up 
from the table to lead us toward a small, 
secure door at the back of the room. 

“What about Mabel and Sid, Carl?” I 
murmured as I followed along. 

“Oh, they don't even miss us,” he grinned. 
“They’re busy. Besides, we won't be long.” 


I was disappointed somewhat at Mr. 
Beasley’s “swell layout.” It seemed a 
rather ordinary place to me, but I said po- 
lite things about it. 

We sat in the small living room and 
talked for several minutes. I turned to 


Carl: 

“Gee, we ought to be getting back,” I 
told him. 

“What's your hurry, baby,” Carl wanted 
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to know. “Say, Beasley, how about a drink 
on the house—from your own bar back 
here, I mean.” 


“Nothing for me,” I protested. “I really 
can’t drink yet—that is not much.” 


“Oh, come on,” Mr. Beasley insisted. “It 
won’t hurt you.” 


He went to a little bar in the corner and 
brought out some cokes and rum. Then 
he produced two glasses from the kitchen 
and a huge bowl of ice. 


“You kids make yourselves comfortable." 
he instructed. “I’ve got to run back out- 
side for a few minutes." Then he left. I 
was puzzled at this, but said nothing. 

Carl mixed our drinks, ignoring my 
growing protest about leaving our friends 
outside so long. 


I was learning fast. Of course, I had 
sipped sweet wine on one or two occasions, 
but Fd never drunk whiskey before. It 
spoiled the coke, I decided, but I managed 
to follow the example of my companion. 
In no time at all we were laughing and 
giggling hilariously and Carl had his arm 
around me. 


The drinks I had taken lulled me com- 
pletely. I let myself sink into the warm 
ecstasy of Carl's caresses. Suddenly I stif- 
fened, trying desperately to free myself 
from his embrace. I wasn’t a prude. I 
had petted before, but it had never been 
like this. I had never submitted to inti- 
mate caresses such as Carl was attempting 
now... . 

“What’s eating you, Gladys” he grum- 
bled. 

*Tm—EIm scared, Carl,” I whimpered, 
trying hard to fight down the strange new 
sensation pulsing through me. 


“Playing hard to get, hunh?” he sneered. 
He tried to capture my lips again, but I 
evaded him. Carl and I wrestled back and 
forth, his hot, liquor-scented breath scorch- 
ing my cheek, my neck. 

At last, uttering a curse, Carl gave up 
angrily. He picked up his drink, drained 
the last drops, then leered at me in the 
dimness. “Okay, baby, we'll see what kind 
of girl you are—Chesterfield or Camel.” 


I just stared at him stupidly as he said 
"Either you ‘satisfy, ” he explained, “or 
you'll ‘walk a mile’ tonight.” 

He was threatening to make me walk 
home! The realization jolted me into bit- 
ter anger. “Next time IIl bring my roller 
skates!” I snapped sarcastically. “Only, 
there won’t be a next time!” 

“You're telling me!” he shot back. 


I rushed to the door, yanked it open and 
walked quickly out into the club. I guess 
Sid and Mabel didn’t even see me pass 
them. I went to the checkroom and got 
my coat, then walked out of the club. I 
knew I would be foolish to try to find my 
way home. Sobbing wretchedly, I sat down 
on a log a short distance away. It seemed 


like hours before Sid, Mabel and Carl re- 
turned. I heard them arguing with Carl, 
insisting that he bring me back to the car. 


All during the drive back my face burned 
and my heart choked with misery as I lis- 
tened silently to the sarcastic comments of 
my companions about girls who balked at 
going "the limit." If it were true, as they 
said, that *everybody was doing it," then I 
resolved to myself that I would never be- 
come popular. The price was too great. 


Later, I discovered that in some respects 
my former friends had not exaggerated 
about what was going on. Many things 
were happening, I learned. A boy was in- 
jured in a hot-rod race down the main 
highway. Another was picked up for 
drunken driving. Mabel became pregnant 
soon after my last date with Carl, and her 
marriage to Sid at the insistence of their 
shocked and indignant parents, was only 
one of several teen-age marriages in Lin- 
wood. 


But as I recalled these, and other inci- 
dents during my smalltown days, I became 
more and more convinced that we were no 
worse than other kids in other places the 
same age. I was so certain of this, that I 
immediately went to work on the idea that 
came into my mind. Burt, I had decided. 
needed an education before we could get 
married with any hope of success and hap- 
piness. . . . 


"THE NEXT morning, a frankly puzzled 

Burt greeted me in his office. “I love 
you, darling,” he said, “but calling me up 
at 2:30 in the morning to tell me of some 
bright idea that just hit you, is going to 
put a terrific strain on a beautiful friend- 
ship!” 


I laughed. “Believe me, darling, I 
wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t been im- 
portant. Did you make the appointment?” 


He took my arm and guided me along 
the corridor lined on both sides by glass- 
enclosed offices. “Yes, I did. But what's 
this all about? Miss Brewster heads the 
rehabilitation department. You're not a 
juvenile delinquent, are you?" 


“Depends on your point of view," I said 
grimly. 

Miss Brewster was a serious-faced young 
woman, whose sympathetic manner and un- 
derstanding eyes were the most noticeable 
things about her. Burt introduced us, and 
she asked, *What can I do for you, Miss 
Page?" 


“I think you can give us some pre-mari- 
tal counselling," I told her, adding after 
Burt's startled exclamation, *Not the usual 
kind." 


Then I explained my fears that Burt's 
prejudice against smalltown girls endan- 
gered our future happiness. “You see, dar- 
ling,” I said, placing my hand against his 


cheek, “I’m one of those ‘hick chicks’ you 
despise.” 

"Miss Brewster’s talk to Burt and me 
turned out to be virtually a lecture on 
youth problems. She had a marvelous way 
of making even dry statistics sound excit- 
ing, and it wasn’t long before Burt forgot 
his initial irritation at my little plot and 
was hanging onto every word. 

“I’m often asked,” Miss Brewster began, 
“whether the youth of today isn’t wilder 
than the flaming youth of the roaring ’20’s. 
I say no. Even in the face of the wave of 
dope scandals, baby-sitter murder cases, 
and all the other things the papers play up. 
You see, the generation following always 
appears on the road to hell to the adults. 
Id be willing to bet that someday you two 
will be outraged by the antics of your own 
children, just as your parents no doubt 
threw up their hands in despair over you. 

“Statistics and reports come to my desk 
every day. Summing them all up. it is my 
conclusion that young people are biologi- 
cally curious, occasionally experimental, 
but very seldom promiscuous. So far, I’ve 
found no difference in that respect between 
city girls and those from non-urban areas,” 
she continued, giving Burt a significant 
look. 

“Let’s go down the list,” she went on. 
“How did you first learn the facts of life, 
Burt?” she asked. 

Burt wrinkled his brow. 
—from the fellows, I guess.” 

Miss Brewster nodded. “Then you're 
right in line with the majority of young 
people between the ages of 17 and 22. Ac- 
cording to a recent survey, 75.4 per cent 
of them learned from friends, while only 
13 per cent got that information from their 
families. To me that indicates not *wild 
youth,’ but ‘negligent parents.’ 

“Td say offhand, Burt, that you've got 
the wrong idea—not about smalltown girls 
—hbut about girls, period. Do you know 
that twice as many girls as boys reported 
they never touch liquor? And as for pet- 
ting, 74.5 per cent of the girls surveyed 
limit themselves to just kissing; 19.8 per 
cent indulged in promiscuous petting, and 
only 14 per cent admitted they ‘went the 
limit.’ 


“T don’t know 


“On the other hand, almost 60 per cent 
of the young men went in for promiscuous 
petting and more than one-fourth said they 
went ‘the limit.’ " 

Miss Brewster showed us charts made 
from information supplied by the Gilbert 
Youth Research organization. The charts 
showed that almost 70 per cent of the males 
interviewed said they had “intentionally 
planned” their first sex experience, while 
the majority of females, 41 per cent, said 
it was the result of “sudden emption.” 
One-fifth of all the girls revealed they had 
sinned while “under the influence of 
liquor.” while only 2 per cent of the boys 
gave that reason. Interestingly, more than 
10 per cent of the girls submitted “under 
duress.” One per cent of the boys were in 
this category. 

“On the whole,” Miss Brewster con- 
cluded, “I think it’s safe to say that when 
adults call kids today ‘wilder’ than they 
themselves were, say, 50 years ago, what 
they really mean is that today’s children 
are simply maturing at an earlier age. The 
surveys tell us that most girls feel 21 or 22 
is the right age for marriage. Most boys 
think 23 to 24 is right. 

“The youth of today learns the hard facts 
of life earlier—almost half of them (42.3 
percent) between the ages of 11 and 13— 
and they accept them with a matter-of-fact- 
ness that often distresses their parents." 

She gave Burt a hard look. “Sometimes, 
we adults tend to forget that we were once 
youngsters ourselves." 

Burt grinned sheepishly. “Meaning me. 
Okay, maybe I did need taking down a peg 
or two. I certainly learned a lot this after- 
noon. “But, darling,” he added, turning to 
me, “why stage a production like this? 
You don’t think I would have refused to 
marry you because you come from some 
jerkwater town in Ohio, do you?” 

Miss Brewster was busy putting away 
her charts as he swept me into his arms 
and made a row of tiny kisses along my 
cheek to my lips. 

“Of course not, silly!” I smiled, reading 
the love and devotion mirrored in his eyes, 
but my exulting heart sang, It’s better to 
be safe than sorry! 


” 


THE END 
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— more money and the family car. 

Brothers and sisters can live together 
and like it, if they observe these rules: 

1. Be respectful of each others’ rights. 
Go easy on the teasing and nicknames. 

2. Be generous. Share your possessions, 
confidences and time with 
other members of your family. 

3. Be courteous and considerate of each 
other. Say “thank you” and “beg your 
pardon” at home as well as with your 
friends. 

4. Be honest. Don’t make up tales about 
each other, or tell untruths to your elders. 

5. Be proud of your brother or sister. Be 


experiences, 


proud of your family name and make it 
mean something to others. 

6. Be complimentary. Don’t be ashamed 
to tell your sister her dress is dreamy or to 
tell brother that he did a neat job in wash- 
ing the windows. The old folks like a kind 
word or two, also. 

7. Be thoughtful. Remember birthdays, 
likes and dislikes, touchy subjects—and act 
accordingly. 

8. Be a team. Work together on home 
chores, school lessons and projects for 
others. Suprise mother and dad by clean- 
ing up the house and cooking dinner while 
they are away. Suprise them with a birth- 
day party or anniversary party. 

9. Be Forgiving. Never go to bed angry 
with anyone. Be big enough to forgive and 
not too small to forget. 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


of Jay’s lodge. Also, in the back of my 
mind, there was a pleasant blur of 10 warm 
years of love, companionship and success. 
I am not boasting when I say success. Jay. 
personnel director of Collins & Babcock. 
was doing the work he enjoyed and I—I 
was doing fine; l'd come a long way from 
the hardships and unpleasantness of the 
South I hated. 

Jay. Northern-born and bred, could never 
understand my feelings about the South. 
Except for having been born in different 
regions of the country, my husband and 
I had everything in common. Our friends 
called us the “perfect couple." We had 
the same views on the world situation; we 
enjoyed the same type of show, light, hu- 
morously sarcastic with a bitter edge. We 
shared the same brand of filtered cigarettes, 
had similar tastes in food, read the same 
books and enjoyed discussing them. We 
even chose the same shade of grey for our 
clothes. The one thing on which we could 
never agree was the South. 

Jay believed that in time all problems 
could be met and conquered. so long as 
there were intelligent people who cared 
enough, were willing to work hard and be 
patient. I believed just as firmly that it 
was hopeless, but I rarely fought with him 
about his attitude. There were so many 
other things to agree on, such a wealth of 
beautiful living to be enjoyed, that I hard- 
ly had time to think of arguing. 


"Gladys, wake up," Jay was saying. 
"Wake up and smell the coffee." 
I forced myself back to reality. “Coffee? 


Is it boiling over?" I asked dazedly. 

"Of course not, silly." he said, coming 
around to my side of the wrought iron 
dinette table. “You seemed to have dozed 
off. Tell you what, let's skip the dishes 
for a while. We'll just leave them here 
and maybe they'll disappear." 

Hand in hand, like two happy children, 
we went into the spacious living room and 
sat down on the couch. We went to work 
on the same crossword puzzle, in our own 
special way, Jay taking the vertical words 
and I the horizontal. As I blocked in the 
letters, I stole admiring glances at my 
handsome husband, noting the spread of 
the collar of his newest shirt, the neatly 
tied knot of his grey and brown tie. I 
found myself also admiring the quiet taste 
of the entire room, the wallpaper, the fur- 
niture. I felt warm and good and secure 
inside. 

Jay suddenly put aside the puzzle. 
“Gladys, what would you say,” he asked, 
“if I told you I wanted to move South?” 


“Td laugh," I answered lightly. “What 
I don’t like about Dixie won’t disappear 
any faster than those dishes over there on 
the table.” 

“That’s exactly it," Jay said, frowning. 
“Somebody has to wash those dishes. The 
same applies to the problems of the South.” 

All at once a sudden anxiety gripped me. 
“What do you mean, darling?” 

Jay explained that the old urge had re- 
turned, the urge that I suppose comes one 
time or another to every man who enjoys 
working with people and ideas. Jay 
wanted to start his own newspaper. A big 
city, he said, would never do, because our 
accumulated $10,000 would vanish in no 
time. The answer was a small town. 

“For instance?” I inquired, my heart 
sinking lower and lower. 

Watching me closely, Jay said, *Franc- 
deaux—in Louisiana. It has a large Negro 
population, and no history of racial con- 
flict. Tommy Babcock just returned from 
there. Told me he knows of a plant— 
really a swell setup, including an office, a 
linotype machine and a small press." The 
enthusiasm drained out of his voice, “Nat- 
urally, I wanted to speak to you about it 
before even thinking about making the 
move." 

Naturally, I told myself wryly. We al- 
ways made decisions together. But this 
was one that would never be a mutual 
project. "Doesn't sound possible,” I said. 
“I don't think I could stand it.” 

Jay smiled warmly. “Nothing is impos- 
sible, dear. Not if we work together. Any- 
way, think abeut it, will you?" 

Later that night, Jay began rather hesi- 
tantly, “Gladys, if we do go down South, 
how would it be if we adopted a child 
there? I was just thinking. there's prob- 
ably an orphanage somewhere near Franc- 
deaux. It'd be fun to take in some kid— 
help him the way your aunt helped you." 

“Sorry, Jay," I said tersely. “I just don't 
want to live there. I don't ever want to see 
the South again!” 

He held out his arms to me and I nestled 
my head on his chest. His voice sounded 
far-away and funny when he talked, as if 
it were coming somewhere out of the past. 
“Youre thinking about your childhood 
days, aren’t you? Don’t you see, Gladys? 
Things change. It wouldn’t be the same 
now, and I don’t think it would be too hard 
for us to adjust to a new situation, not 
when we have each other. You know I'd 
never let you down.” 

His hands gently lifted my face, caressed 
my cheeks. His eyes were bright and 
pleading. For all his 38 years, Jay was 
like an ardent newly-wed when he kissed 
me, and I knew that he could shatter my 
resistance in a twinkling once he touched 
my lips. I turned away, fighting for time. 
Fingers trembling, I lit a cigarette, not dar- 
ing to look at Jay. Maybe he is right, I 
argued with myself. After all, I was no 
longer a poor, illiterate sharecropper's 
daughter. Could it be that my birthplace 
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had changed as much as I had—or even 
half as much? 

“You'd try it, though, wouldn't you?” 
Jay asked hopefully. “Try living in Franc- 


“It’s more than just living down there, 
Jay." I saapped. “Frankly, I’m not a bit 
keen on trading all this—" I made a 
sweeping gesture with my hand—“for a 
broken down shanty. Why it might even 
be years before you could get a newspaper 
on a paying basis. Yet, you'd toss away 
everything we've worked for to—to battle 
windmills, armed with nothing but a tooth- 
pick!” 

His face betrayed only the slightest bit 
of dismay. “Oh, well, I was only asking,” 
he said with a forced smile. 

A couple of days passed and the only 
reminder of our clash of wills was the slight 
restraint between us. Then, as if he could 
not hold back any longer, Jay began harp- 
ing on the same theme. We'd be reading 
a weekly newspaper and he'd make some 
remark about how he'd run it if he were 
a publisher. One afternoon the phone rang 
and Jay's voice sang out, “It’s still for sale, 
Gladys! Not only that, but the owner has 
come down on the price he's asking." 

"What on earth are you talking about, 
Jay?" I demanded. 

“The newspaper, of course.” 

“Oh—that.” I couldn’t keep the tinge 
of sarcasm out of my voice. 

“I just got through talking with Tommy 
Babcock," Jay continued enthusiastically. 
“He’s positive that I can get the option on 
the place and—" 

“But we aren't going, Jay,” I said firmly. 
“Remember?” 

There was a long silence, then, “Well, if 
you feel that way about it—” 

"[ do. I thought we'd settled that last 
week." I took a deep breath and smiled. 
“Now, go back to work like a good boy,” 
I ordered in a light tone. “And hurry home. 
I'm making you a steak tonight." 

It was a special dinner I prepared that 
night, but when Jay excused himself and 
got up, the table was exactly as I had laid 
it. He hadn't eaten a thing, and I was so 
worried over his unusual moodiness that I 
merely toyed with the food on my plate. 

After I had cleared the table, I wandered 
into the living room. The evening paper 
lay untouched on the coffee table and be- 
side it was an empty glass. Jay seldom 
drank alone and I couldn't remember ever 
seeing him take it straight as he must have 
done while I was busy in the kitchen. I 
hurried to the bedroom, determined to clear 
the air once and for all, telling myself that 
perhaps I should try to explain my posi- 
tion. But Jay was already in bed, his face 
turned to the wall. 

I don't know how long I lay beside him, 
aching for his tender touch, longing for a 
gentle word to wipe away the ugly thing 
that had come between us. Finally, unable 
to stand it any longer, I whispered into the 
darkness, “Jay—?” 


His unresponsive back loomed up beside 
me like a wall separating us and a sense 
of panic seized me. Jay and I had never 
quarreled. We prided ourselves on being 
mature, rational adults. But this ominous 
silence, the gulf between us was more 
frightening than angry words and seething 
emotions. Suppose Jay decided to leave 
without me? Could I sit safely at home 
and let him start out on the biggest adven- 
ture of his life all alone? The mere idea 
of being separated from him for any length 
of time was unbearable. 

I reached out my hand. His body stiff- 
ened at the contact and he mumbled sleep- 
ily. It seemed that I had never wanted 
assurance of Jay’s love as much as I de- 
sired it now. I hesitated a moment, then 
told myself sternly this was no time to 
respect the tradition of feminine passive- 
ness. If I wanted to demonstrate my love. 
my need for Jay, it was up to me to make 
the first move. 

I let my fingers move caressingly along 
his shoulder and up along his neck. “Jay 
—darling,” I murmured, “I’m sorry.” 

He shifted away from my touch. “That’s 
all right, Gladys. Forget it.” 

Tears filled my eyes. “But I can’t for- 
get it," I whimpered. “Not if it means 
making you unhappy. If you really want 
to go, dearest—well, a wife’s place is with 
her husband, isn’t it?” 

He turned over to face me, and in the 
faint glow of the night light I could see 
his eyes shining with eagerness. “You 
really mean that, Gladys?” he asked. His 
arms encircled me, drew me close, and all 
the doubts and fears vanished. My hungry 
lips sought his. “Yes, darling, I do mean 
it," I whispered. “I do, I do!” 

Throughout the days that followed and 
during the long. torturous train ride, my 
mind kept repeating, “Don’t worry!” but 
my heart knew better. With each beat it 
warned, “It won't work . . . it won't work!” 

Francdeaux had no railroad terminal, so 
we had to leave the train at New Orleans 
and take a bus the rest of the way. Auto- 
matically, I headed for the first empty seat. 
but Jay’s hand restrained me. “I think 
perhaps we'd better move to the back,” he 
suggested softly. 

Rebellion rose up in me. “The same old 
South!” I commented sarcastically. 


“We'll see," was his noncommittal an- 
swer. 

All the arrangements had been made 
through Tommy Babcock and it turned out 
that the little house that Jay had rented 
blindly as part of the deal was much worse 
than Pd imagined. There were dull green 
boards inside and out, cracked windows, a 
kitchen stove that had stored up stale odors 
of everything that had ever been cooked 
on it—it made me want to cry. I wandered 
through the cramped rooms, sniffing, trying 
to hide my feelings. I found this especial- 
ly necessary after Jay's optimistic remark, 
*Well, it could be worse. I think we can 
make something out of all this." 


For his sake. I promised myself, I would 
try. Though nothing could be done about 
the run-down neighborhood or the half- 
paved street, at least the house might pos- 
sibly be made attractive. But I soon saw 
it would be more work than I thought. The 
furniture we'd sent down was completely 
out of place in the beat-up old house. The 
drapes were too long and it hurt me to cut 
them to size. Our sofa was scaled for a 
huge, modern living room, and the dinette 
set had to be crammed into the tiny kitchen. 

Meanwhile, Jay kept telling me, “You'll 
get used to things a lot quicker if you get 
out into the community. Get out and meet 
the people." 

At first, I was too busy trying to get the 
house into some semblance of order. but 
even after I got things under control I sel- 
dom ventured outside. I couldn’t get rid 
of the smug feeling that these were just not 
my kind of people. Francdeaux would be 
bearable only if I tended to my own busi- 
ness and stayed close to the house. Soon, 
I hoped, Jay would become tired of the 
place. Once he discovered he was beating 
his head against a stone wall by trying to 
bring out a newspaper in this godforsaken 
hole he’d pack up and head straight back 
to St. Albans. 

Starting a newspaper from scratch is a 
trying and heartbreaking job. Jay threw 
himself completely into his work, but de- 
spite the long hours and all the headaches. 
he was happy because this was what he 
wanted to do. All I knew about the opera- 
tion was what Jay told me each night. Fi- 
nally. because I couldn't conceal my bore- 
dom at the full details of the business, he 
stopped discussing his problems with me. 
It was almost a week before I knew that 
Jay had hired a secretary. All I knew 
about her was that she was *youngish, looks 
capable, and maybe someday she'll be al- 
most as efficient as you, dear." I learned 
about Lillian Jason when Jay suggested 
one night that since I'd refused to work in 
the office I might be willing to help her get 
started. 

“Tt might be fun, Gladys." he urged. “It 
will give you something to do and give me 
a chance to see you more often. Besides, 
she’s a wonderful person. I’m sure you'd 
like Lillian." 

If she's so wonderful, I thought to my- 
self, why is she staying down here? Any- 
one with any talent or with good sense 
would leave the South! I looked at Jay. 
his shirt open, as he pored over a dummy 
of the first issue of The Clarion. He looked 
tired, unkempt. Maybe I could help him 
out, take some of the load off his shoulders. 
But I thrust the thought from me imme- 
diately. I pictured myself wearing a well- 
tailored shantung suit to walk the filthy 
streets, meeting the hostile stares of the 
townspeople? 

“If you don't mind, Jay," I said, *Td 
rather stick close to home. If your Lillian 
is half as terrific as you say, then I'd only 
be in the way.” 
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Finally. the first issue of the newspaper 
came out and I was surprised to find that 
it was, regarded as such a big event in 
Francdeaux. There was even an article 
about Jay in the Daily Journal. with a pic- 
ture of him, saying how nice it was that 
the town’s colored citizens now had a pub- 
lication of their own. The item was car- 
ried. of course, on the back page of the 
Journal: which was devoted to “colored 
news.” I took great pains to point this out 
to Jay. But he was too excited about 
reaching his goal. 

"We had a little celebration over at the 
office.” he said happily. “You should have 
been there, Gladys. It was a great moment 
for Lil and me—and the others too.” 

Lil? The easy way the familiar name 
slipped off his tongue irked me, but I was 
too wrapped up in my own misery to care 
much. 

This became the pattern of the days that 
followed. First boredom, then loneliness. 
Finally came downright gloom—the kind 
that makes a woman too blue to bother 
about combing her hair, putting on lipstick, 
changing into a fresh dress when it’s time 
for her husband to come home. Jay didn’t 
seem to notice my slovenly habits because 
his life. too was falling into a new pattern. 
He was spending longer hours away from 
home and endless conferences with his new 
friend. Mr. Doxing, and other businessmen. 

Soon. Jay was dropping hints that per- 
haps a trip up North to visit Aunt Sarah 
would do me good. “You've been so miser- 
able lately, Gladys.” he observed. "The 
house will be a mess when you come back, 
but it'll be worth it if you get pleasure out 
of being away from here a while.” 

“Jay! Can we afford it?” I asked hope- 
fully. 

“We'll have to." he replied, a grim note 
in his voice. “When we got married, I 
promised myself to do my darndest to keep 
you emotionally happy, besides providing 
for you. A vacation up there might bring 
some sparkle back to your eyes." 

Forgetting all practical considerations, I 
planned my trip. It didn't even occur to 
me that Jay would have to sacrifice some 
of his needed funds for my train fare and 
expenses. All that mattered was the won- 
derful thought of being able to breathe 
freely again, to walk down a street with- 
out being stared at as if I were a freak. 
to see sturdy brick and stone houses in- 
stead of a succession of drab wooden 
shacks. 

I felt so good about my trip that a few 
days before I was due to leave, I agreed 
to attend the first function of the recently- 
formed Civic Association. It was held in 
the local Urban League building, and 
turned out to be quite an affair, with all 
the community leaders there. Even Mr. 
Doxing was there. his ruddy complexion 
an odd contrast to the dusky faces of the 
people from “our” section of town. 

It was the first time I had been in close 
contact with the citizens of Francdeaux 
and reluctantly I had to admit that they 
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were not the country bumpkins I had pic- 
tured them. The women were surprisingly 
well-groomed, and except for their soft- 
accented speech, no different from the doc- 
tors’, lawyers’, and executives’ wives I knew 
in St. Albans. As a matter of fact, several 
of them were better dressed than I. since it 
had been almost a year since Pd had a 
chance—or the money—to shop. Uncon- 
sciously, this added to the resentment I 
already felt towards these people. 

No doubt it was largely imaginary. but 
I sensed a hostility behind the well-man- 
nered southern charm everybody exhibited. 
Thad isolated myself from all of them ever 
since our arrival and now. no matter how 
much I wanted to, I couldn’t meet them 
on equal terms. 

The biggest surprise of all, a real shock. 
was seeing Jay’s “girl Friday.” Lillian. for 
the first time. For no earthly reason I had 
imagined her as being short, dumpy. wear- 
ing horn-rimmed glasses, perhaps. and 
speaking with a thick southern drawl. But 
now, as I stood in a corner with Mr. Weath- 
ers, the local druggist, one of the few per- 
sons I was acquainted with, he pointed her 
out to me. 

The dazzling girl who stood next to Jay 
in the group near the door. was certainly 
no human adding machine, no robot trot- 
ting around the office anxious to please her 
boss. No wonder Jay didn’t mind those 
long hours alone with her at night! She 
was tall and willowy, with intelligent dark 
eyes that were fastened on Jay with some- 
thing close to adoration. Tonight, in her 
bouffant black lace gown, she seemed any- 
thing but the cool, efficient secretary Jay 
was always raving about. 

My heart pounded furiously as the reali- 
zation hit me that here was a charming and 
dangerous woman—a rival for Jay’s affec- 
tions. Instinctively, I felt that letting Jay 
and Lil spend so much time alone together 
was like tossing lighted matches into a 
powderkeg. I had to think of a solution. 
and as the problem whirled around in my 
brain, I drained glass after glass of the 
cocktails Mr. Weathers brought me. 

I did not go over to meet Lillian. I pre- 
ferred to watch her from a distance. She 
was aware of my examination of her and 
I could feel her curious glances on me. 
Yet, neither of us gave any outward sign. 
It didn’t take me long to make up my mind 
about the situation. Only a fool could fail 
to see that some day Jay would wake up 
and see the light burning in Lillian’s eyes. 
And she was much too attractive for a 
lonely man like Jay to resist. There was 
only one way—get Jay out of Francdeaux, 
fast! 

Having once made up my mind, I felt 
more relaxed. I began talking to the 
guests, turning on my most charming smile. 
My scheme worked. Soon there was quite 
a group around me. Jay and Lillian were 
busy on the other side of the reception hall. 
I noticed with a twinge of jealousy. I con- 
tinued my animated discussion with the 
men who had joined Mr. Weathers and me. 


“This is really quite a treat, getting a 
chance to talk to you. Mrs. Cartwright.” 
one of the men told me. “To tell you the 
truth, some of us were beginning to doubt 
that Jay was really married.” 

“But now you can see he is, lucky devil!” 
remarked another. 

“Thank you for the pretty compliment, 
gentlemen.” I smiled, lifting the edge of my 
skirt and curtseying. “The gallantry of the 
South is almost enough to make me forget 
all the bad things about it.” 

There was a moment of embarrassed si- 
lence. then Mr. Weathers said thoughtfully, 
“Its not bad as all that, Mrs. Cartwright. 
This civic association started by your hus- 
band, for instance, and his newspaper, are 
something new and different in our city. 
We're making progress and there are a lot 
more changes to come." 

I waved my hand airily. “Perhaps so. 
but I’m afraid we won't be around to see 
them." I announced. ~ 

"Won't be around? Why, what do you 
mean?" the portly druggist asked. 

“I mean we're going back where we be- 
long. Jay and I!” Now that I had said it, 
I was convinced that I could persuade Jay 
to come away with me. After all, I was his 
wife. He could be made to see that I had 
only his best interests at heart. The drinks 
I had taken loosened my tongue, and all 
the pent-up resentment poured out in a 
bitter stream. “Sure, Jay started a couple 
of projects down here, but it’s up to you 
gentlemen to carry on. Jay has done enough 
crusading in the time he’s been here to 
last a lifetime. Now he’s going to start 
paying some attention to his family obli- 
gations!” 

"Thats very interesting, Mrs. Cart- 
wright,” said Mr. Weathers quietly. "lt is 
most enlightening to learn your husband's 
real views." 

The circle of people around me melted 
away and I suddenly found myself alone. 
Well. if I had hurt anybody's feelings, I was 
sorry. But now that I had put into words 
a solution to the problem, I really believed 
I could convince Jay it would be the best 
thing all around. I was prepared to use 
every feminine trick in the bag to win my 
point. So, feeling very proud of myself. 
I left the reception and went home. 

I was in bed when Jay came home. just 
lying there picturing the way our home- 
coming would be. I tried to imagine Jay 
his former carefree self and both of us 
sharing the love and happiness we had lost. 
But Jay's entrance was a bombshell right 
in the midst of my daydreaming. 

The smile of greeting I gave him froze 
on my lips. My heart went dead. My hus- 
band had become a raving maniac! Yes. 
steady, dependable, even-tempered Jay 
rushed into the bedroom and stood at the 
foot of the bed trembling with rage and 
spouting curses like a madman. My shak- 
ing hands drew the covers up around my 
chin, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from his 
burning gaze. I was so frightened I could 


only lie there, a helpless target for Jay’s 
inhuman rage. 

“I owe you an apology,” he said in a 
voice dripping with contempt. “I under- 
estimated your hatred of me. You weren't 


satisfied with killing our love. oh no! You 
had to destroy the newspaper too. Well. 
you did a damn good job on both! But it 


would have been just as easy to stick a 
knife in my back—and much quicker!” 

“Jay—Jay!” I cried, finally finding my 
voice. “What's happened? You—lI’ve 
never seen you this way before." 

“This is the first time I’ve ever been 
doublecrossed by someone I trusted so 
blindly,” he shot back. 

“Doublecrossed? But, Jay— 

In cold, bitter tones he told me what had 
happened. Mr. Weathers and several other 
businessmen who advertised in the Clarion 
had cancelled their commitments. They 
gave as their reason my statement that both 
Jay and I were returning to New York. 
Without Jay to run the paper he had 
started, they said the venture would flop. 
They had also withdrawn from the civic 
association, bluntly stating their low opin- 
ion of people who came South to “change 
things overnight," then, when the going 
got tough, retreated up North. 

Of course, Jay had no such idea, but my 
remarks at the reception made it seem so. 
And he thought I had done it deliberately. 

I don't know what came over me, but I 
decided to bluff it out. Jay was standing 
over me, his face contorted into passionate 
fury. I crossed my legs and my arms and 
looked up at him with a nasty smile on my 
face. 

“So I did double-cross you,” I said. “So 
I did fix your wagon. So what? Serves 
you right for neglecting me.” 

“You win, Gladys,” Jay said. )u've 
got the last laugh. Too bad I won't be 
around to watch you gloat over your tri- 
umph!” 

The next moment, he was gone. My 
head was reeling with the unexpected turn 
of events. The fury of Jay’s attack left 
me weak and trembling. The full mean- 
ing of what I had done came over me in 
one awful wave of understanding. In my 
clumsy attempt to force Jay into coming 
North with me, I had not only ruined the 
newspaper's chance of success, but de- 
stroyed any hope of ever finding the pre- 
cious thing that had once been ours. 

I wanted to dash out after him, but even 
if I had known where he had gone I knew 
that what I had done had undermined ev- 
erything Jay had worked and sacrificed for 
all these months. And even if I found him, 
what could any words of mine do to ease 
the bitterness in his heart? How could 
empty phrases repair the damage my 
thoughtlessness had caused? 

The phrase “she cried herself to sleep” 
had never meant anything to me before, 
but that night it became a reality for me. 
My pillow was still damp with tears when 
I awoke the next morning, and my head 
was one big lump of throbbing pain. I 


dragged myself from the bed and some- 
how managed to dress. Never before had 
I felt so all alone, cut off from life. The 
small house seemed like a great empty 
hall without Jay. The hot. strong coffee I 
brewed did nothing to ease my headache, 
so I forced myself to venture out to the 
drug store. 

Mr. Weathers fixed me a bromo and 
served it with a polite aloofness that was 
worse than words of scorn. I sat there on 
the stool waiting for the bromo to take 
effect, cradling my aching head on my 
arms, If there were only something I couid 
do to make up for the awful thing I had 
done! 

An idea started percolating and sudden- 
ly became plain as my head cleared. I sat 
up and smiled brightly. “Mr. Weathers,” 
I began, “I hope you didn’t get the wrong 
idea from what I said last night.” 

He moved down to my end of the counter 
and began polishing glasses. “I think you 
made it pretty clear, Mrs. Cartwright,” he 
said grimly. “We may not be smart and 
sophisticated down here, but we know what 
loyalty means. And we don’t like a quit- 
ter!” 

“That’s just what I mean,” I said quick- 
ly. “I’m afraid you thought I meant Jay 
was leaving. I’m the one who is going 
back. Jay is not a quitter!” I added de- 
fensively. 

“You're his wife, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, but—” There was no need to go 
into that, I decided. “Jay is staying here,” 
I declared, *and the paper will go on! 
That is—if you and the other advertisers 
don’t back out.” 

Mr. Weathers studied me for a moment, 
then shook his head slowly. “Maybe we 
did act hastily last night, Mrs. Cartwright,” 
he said. “And I’m sure that if your hus- 
band intends to remain here in Franc- 
deaux, he can count on our support." 

Hope rose in my breast, but was crushed 
by Mr. Weathers’ next words. “But un- 
fortunately, that isn't the problem now. Mr. 
Doxing overheard you last night. It took 
your husband a long time to convince him 
that the civic association would be a good 
thing. and as head of the Chamber of Com- 
merce, Mr. Doxing is in a position to throw 
a lot of big advertising accounts to the 
Clarion. As long as he feels that Jay is 
running out on him—" Mr. Weathers made 
a hopeless gesture. 

I walked out of the store in a daze and 
walked aimlessly through the streets. There 
was only one slim hope remaining. As 
much as I disliked the thought of pleading 
with a stranger—and a Southerner at that 
—there was no other way to salvage Jay’s 
dream. So I steeled myself to go through 
with the task ahead. 

Facing Mr. Doxing in his office and bar- 
ing the details of the trouble between Jay 
and me and the misunderstanding that re- 
sulted proved to be the most heartbreak- 
ingly difficult thing I’ve ever had to do. 
But I forced myself to give a frank ac- 
count of the whole affair, even though it 
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(Continued from Page 32) 

put me in a bad light. When I finished, I 
couldn't tell from his noncommittal expres- 
sion whether I had succeeded in convincing 
him that Jay would never give up the news- 
paper. But I’m sure he believed my tear- 
ful admission that I planned to catch the 
first bus out of Francdeaux for New Or- 
leans. 

Back home. I packed hastily and sat 
down to write a farewell note to Jay. I 
still didn't know where he was, but I knew 
that sooner or later he would return to the 
house. When he did, I would be gone. 
Whatever my sin had been. the suffering I 
endured while trying to write that letter of 
apology and atonement was a penalty al- 
most too harsh to bear. The knowledge 
that my leaving would give Lillian a vir- 
tually perfect chance to win Jay's love 
made it even more painful. 

I was still trying to complete the note 
when the doorbell rang. It was Lillian, 
looking even more lovely and poised than 
I remembered. “We've never met, Mrs. 
Cartwright," she said in a soft, cultured 
voice, “but I’m Lillian Jason. May I come 
in?" 

I suddenly realized I had been standing 
at the door, staring somewhat stupidly at 
my unexpected guest.  "Yes—yes. of 
course." I led the way into the living room. 

“Jay isn't here,” I said, “but I suppose you 
know that.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Cartwright. 
last night.” 

A sharp pain constricted my heart and I 
had to fight to maintain my self control. 
“You're a fast worker, Miss Jason,” I said 
sarcastically. “I’m not leaving until to- 
night, you know.” 

“Yes, I know. That’s why I’m here.” 

I stood up. “If my husband sent you 
here to make sure I leave on schedule—” 
She halted my indignant outburst with a 
movement of her slim hand. 

“Jay doesn’t know I’m here," she said 
coldly. “I’m asking you not to go." 

“Not go?” I stammered. “But—you were 
with him last night and— 

“Exactly. And I found out that he loves 
you more than anything in the world. He 
loves you enough to toss away everything 
he’s worked for just to satisfy your selfish 
whims.” 

I watched her hands toying nervously 
with her handbag. I didn’t know what to 
say. I could only listen to her astonishing 
revelations. 


Jay was with me 


she con- 
“I went to college in Boston, but 
when I finished, I had to come home. Franc- 
deaux is a fine town with a wonderful fu- 
ture. and ever since I was a little girl I 
wanted to be a part of that future. When 
your husband came here, everything Td 
ever dreamed of seemed to be closer to 
reality. 

“Jay’s outlook is like mine, and it's 
a privilege to work with him.” 
and looked at me. I was astonished to see 
the tears in her eyes. 

"You're in love with Jay,” I said. 
a statement, not an accusation. 

She nodded silently. 
quitting my job. Believe me, l'm net being 
noble about this. Jay doesn't love me. A 
woman can usually tell. He's all yours, al- 
ways will be." 

She rose and came closer, looking down 
accusingly into my eyes. “If you hadn't 
persuaded Mr. Doxing to stick by Jay, 
would have let you run away and said 'good 
riddance!’ Because you don't deserve Jay. 
If you were a helpless homebody by nature, 
it would be different. But you're a woman 
whe can run a house with one hand and 
tackle a career with the other. 

“If Jay had thought you'd hide forever 
in your house, he wouldn't have come here 
in the first place. You fool! Don’t you 
realize he's been waiting for you to come 
out of this cowardly retirement? He needs 
you. That's why I’m leaving and you've 
got to stay." 

She left quietly. As the door closed, I 
finally gave way to my pent-up tears. The 
sobs shamed me. They were loud, wrack- 
ing sobs that shook me as a parent might 
shake a willful, foolish, stubborn child and 
I couldn't stop. Lillian was right. Every- 
thing she said was true, and I saw it clearly 
through the desperate swamp of my misery. 

A courageous woman who loses her foot- 
ing fights to regain it. But I had no cour- 
stupid, unseeing coward, who 
had tried to run away, attempted to resign 
Írom the human race. Jay, dear loyal Jay 
deserved a better wife. 

But as despair gave way to hope, as faith 
replaced fear, I knew that I would try to 
be worthy of Jay's love. And I knew that 
with his patience and kindness I would suc- 
ceed, because I had come through it all 
with a new strength, a firm faith and a 
deeper love. THE END 


“This town is my entire life." 
tinued. 


been 
She paused 


It was 


"That's why Tm 
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am sure, but he is just like an animal 
when he drinks. What shall I do? 
Sally C. 
Dear Sally: It is very seldom worth ac- 
cepting without protest the mistreatment 
handed out by a drunken brute, simply be- 


cause he is sweet and kind when sober. If 
your husband really loves you, he will make 
a choice between alcohol and you. Why 
not sit down and talk this thing over with 
him? Convince him that unless he im- 
proves a great deal, you are determined to 
leave him. If you are successful, you will 
be happy you brought the issue to a head. 
If not, believe me, you are just as well off. 
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READERS 
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Joseph F. Albright, Special Assistant 
to the Administrator, Veterans Ad- 
ministration, Washington, D. C. 
“This type of pocket edition maga- 
zine was badly needed among the 
periodicals concerning our group and 
you have rendered a real service in 
publishing it.” 


Mr. and Mrs. Jeff Means, Chicago, 
Ill.: “In these days when Time, the 
Dollar, and Being Informed is of 
such great importance, this new of- 
fering of yours becomes a ‘must’ in 
every home.” 


Gwendolyn Brooks, Pulitzer Prize 
Winner, Chicago: **Easy to handle, 
read, and remember. JET is another 
Johnson triumph.” 


Jay Jackson, well-known artist: “Jet 
is great. It is living up to its name. 
I marvel at the large amount of in- 
teresting news and features that are 
being crammed into such a small 
space.” 3 


Nat ‘King’ Cole, top recording star, 
says: “I always keep a copy of “Jet” 
in my dressing room. For a quick, 
informative round-up of the latest 
news in every field, -presented in a 
lively fashion, there is nothing like 
it: 


James A. Hawkins, Jacksonville, Fla.: 
“I am proud to know that our jour- 
nalists can keep pace with the times. 
Everyone now is busy and does not 
have time to read long articles. JET 
keeps me well-informed every week 
in short order.” 


t mm ma mm su ma ma mm mm mm um mm ma w = = = = g 

Yes! Send JET Every Week H 
a I 
ü [3] 6 months (26 issúes). -soe essene eess ........ 7. $3.50 B 
! EJ Ue meus Sr ASSseacasgootoooodgoooDGosvocoBenno VAS) : 
$............Remittance Enclosed J-4 I 

' 

Nome............... see. .......... *eeoo.............. *....... °... .... [| 
Address............. DOTT a cle) oisleis ole OUCOOGOSBODTIOHGODOOSUO i 
Cify. cesse sss Zone. ..... (Safe aor. Ë 
At $3.50 rate, add $1.00 for Canada and Pan America—$1.50 for Foreign ' 

At $7.00 rate, add $2.00 for Canada and Pan América—$3.00 for Foreign i 

Ban wa wm eee ee eee ee ee ee = IG 


lI 
on 


THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 


YES. . SEE your complexion become lighter, 
end blemish-free . Right before your eyes. 


New, improved NEVOLINE Bleoching Cream is unlike 
any product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 
fully fór months to see the results you wont, With the 
improved NEVOLINE formulo we guarantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 


Order o triol jor today! Be convinced tho! NEVOLINE is 
the gentle cream you have been waiting for. In large 
2 oz. jors o! $1.00 eoch, or 3 jors for $2.00. Sove C O.D. 
costs, enclose your remittonce with order Ac! now! 


PARIS IMPERIAL 


righter, 


G. P. O. Box 129, New York 1, N. Y. 


WRINKLES? 
Don't Worry! 


BEFORE AFTER 
Hollywood has finally disclosed its secret. You can now 
hide wrinkles. frown l 


a 
time. Think of it. 
smooth as satin skin, so important for that romantic intei 
lude, date or appointment. Applied right to the face, the 
HOLLYWOOD BEAUTY FACIAL DELINER tightens the 
surfaces and eliminates all ridges, lines and frowns 
for the most sensitive skin. 
ANTEE: Simply ite as d 
the mirror and he age li 
delighted, prompt refund will be 
ot Delay. Send $2.00 in check or money order or 
stman $2.00 ed d charges. Triple size $4. 
LYWOOD PRODUCTS 


246 Roebling St., Dept. W-842, Brooklyn 11, New York 


VJEN UWI 
SN 
> Sion) 


Sus $ 


RED 5795 


STYLISH WATCH 

e d ge Bicthmonth Sparklers 

Froun ded by oye ants. 

IMI SEND N MONEY! Just ram address, 
postman C OD 


5 ind poata nd C: x 
24515. ig an e "ESI 


«With God 


All Things are Possible!" 


Are you facing difficult Problems? Poor health? 
Money or Job Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? 
Are you Worried about some one dear to you? Is some 
one dear to you Drinking too Much? Do you ever get 
Lonely—Unhappy—Discouraged? Would you_ like to 
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in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
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glorious NEW happiness and joy! Whether you have 
eae believed in PRAYER or not, this remarkable 
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SPAM joy to you—and very, very quickly too! 
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put me in a bad light. When I finished, I 
couldn't tell from his noncommittal expres- 
sion whether I had succeeded in convincing 
him that Jay would never give up the news- 
paper. But I’m sure he believed my tear- 
ful admission that I planned to catch the 
first bus out of Francdeaux for New Or- 
leans. 

Back home, I packed hastily and sat 
down to write a farewell note to Jay. I 
still didn't know where he was, but I knew 
that sooner or later he would return to the 
house. When he did, I would be gone. 
Whatever my sin had been, the suffering I 
endured while trying to write that letter of 
apology and atonement was a penalty al- 
most too harsh to bear. The knowledge 
that my leaving would give Lillian a vir- 
tually perfect chance to win Jay's love 
made it even more painful. 

I was still trying to complete the note 
when the doorbell rang. It was Lillian, 
looking even more lovely and poised than 
I remembered. “We've never met, Mrs. 
Cartwright," she said in a soft, cultured 
voice. “but I’m Lillian Jason. May I come 


I suddenly realized I had been standing 
at the door, staring somewhat stupidly at 
my unexpected guest.  "Yes—yes, of 
course." I led the way into the living room. 
“Jay isn't here,” I said, “but I suppose you 
know that." 

"Yes, Mrs. Cartwright. Jay 
last night." 

A sharp pain constricted my heart and I 
had to fight to maintain my self control. 
"You're a fast worker. Miss Jason," I said 
sarcastically. “I’m not leaving until to- 
night, you know." 

*Yes, I know. That's 

I stood up. 
here to make sure I leave on schedule— 
She halted my indignant outburst with a 
movement of her slim hand. 

"Jay doesn't know Im here,” 
coldly. “I’m asking you not to g 

“Not go?" I stammered. “But—you were 
with him last night and—" 

“Exactly. And I found out that he loves 
you more than anything in the world. He 
loves you enough to toss away everything 
he's worked for just to satisfy your selfish 
whims." 

I watched her hands toying nervously 
with her handbag. I didn't know what to 
say. I could only listen to her astonishing 
revelations. 


was with me 


why Em here." 
“If my husband sent you 


» 


she said 


“This town is my entire life,” she con- 


tinued. “I went to college in Boston. but 
when I finished, I had to come home. Franc- 
deaux is a fine town with a wonderful fu- 
ture, and ever since I was a little girl I 
wanted to be a part of that future. When 
your husband came here, everything I’d 
ever dreamed of seemed to be closer to 
reality. 

“Jay’s outlook is like mine, and it’s 
a privilege to work with him.” She paused 
and looked at me. I was astonished to see 
the tears in her eyes. 

“You're in love with Jay," I said. 
a statement, not an accusation. 

She nodded silently. “That’s why I’m 
quitting my job. Believe me, I’m net being 
noble about this. Jay doesn’t love me. A 
woman can usually tell. He’s all yours, al- 
ways will be.” 

She rose and came closer, looking down 
accusingly into my eyes. “If you hadn't 
persuaded Mr. Doxing to stick by Jay, I 
would have let you run away and said ‘good 
riddance!’ Because you don’t deserve Jay. 
If you were a helpless homebody by nature, 
it would be different. But you’re a woman 
who can run a house with one hand and 
tackle a career with the other. 

“If Jay had thought you'd hide forever 
in your house, he wouldn't have come here 
in the first place. You fool! Don’t you 
realize he's been waiting for you to come 
out of this cowardly retirement? He needs 
you. That's why I’m leaving and you've 
got to stay. 

She left quietly. As the door closed, I 
finally gave way to my pent-up tears. The 
sobs shamed me. They were loud, wrack- 
ing sobs that shook me as a parent might 
shake a willful, foolish, stubborn child and 
I couldn't stop. Lillian was right. Every- 
thing she said was true, and I saw it clearly 
through the desperate swamp of my misery. 

A courageous woman who loses her foot- 
ing fights to regain it. But I had no cour- 
age. I was a stupid, unseeing coward, who 
had tried to run away, attempted to resign 
Írom the human race. Jay. dear loyal Jay 


been 


It was 


deserved a better wife. 

But as despair gave way to hope, as faith 
replaced fear, I knew that I would try to 
be worthy of Jay's love. And I knew that 
with his patience and kindness I would suc- 
ceed, because I had come through it all 
with a new strength, a firm faith and a 


deeper love. THE END 


Dearly Beloved 
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am sure, but he is just like an animal 
when he drinks. What shall I do? 
Sally C. 
Dear Sally: It is very seldom worth ac- 
cepting without protest the mistreatment 
handed out by a drunken brute, simply be- 


cause he is sweet and kind when sober. If 
your husband really loves you, he will make 
a choice between alcohol and you. Why 
not sit down and talk this thing over with 
him? Convince him that unless he im- 
proves a great deal, you are determined to 
leave him. If you are successful, you will 
be happy you brought the issue to a head. 
If not, believe me, you are just as well off. 


she wasn’t faithful. Pops seemed to accept 
that philosophically. 

“There are good investments,” he would 
tell me sometimes, “and bad ones. I can’t 
make up my mind about Carmen.” 

Neither could I. Up to this time the only 
woman Fd known well was my mother, a 
gentle, kind soul who never raised her voice 
in anger. Now I was living with someone 
far different, a woman who could turn any 
man’s head, no matter how young he was. 

I had to get used to her sitting around 
the house, smoking cigarettes in a long 
gold holder, not lifting a finger to do any 
housework. She usually wore lounging pa- 
jamas and a quilted housecoat. The pa- 
jamas were low cut and excitingly reveal- 
ing. 

One day she looked up and caught me 
staring at her. I felt my cheeks flush hot. 
I lowered my gaze. 

"Thats all right, Brad,” she cooed. 
“Most men react like that to me. I don’t 
blame you.” 

Suddenly she stood up, walked over to 
me and, wrapping her arms about me, 
kissed me hard on the mouth. For the first 
time in my life I felt a strange, frightening 
sensation surge through my body. Then she 
let me go and, stepping back, laughed at 
my confusion. 

“You'll learn, Brad. You're young yet.’ 

I got out of there as fast as I could. I 
shut myself in my room and kept pacing 
about. I was excited, but I knew what had 
happened wasn’t right. I realized that Car- 
men was the dangerous kind of woman who 
would tempt any man just for the fun of it. 
Even a young kid could understand that. I 
tried to keep away from her after that as 
much as I could. 


u 


Bu ABOUT two months later Pops was 

called to Worcester on a big real estate 
transfer and I was left alone with Carmen 
for the weekend. She took me out to dinner 
at a night club and afterwards showed me 
how to dance. We came home at about 
eleven o'clock. 

I was tense with anticipation by the time 
we stepped in the front door. Carmen had 
given the maid the night off. 

"Em going to my room to read," she 
said, turning her head as I helped her off 
with her mink coat. *Or you could come 
in and read to me. I like to be read to by 
handsome young men." 

You don't have to guess what happened 
next. Twenty minutes later I tapped on her 
door. There was a low “come in,” and, my 
heart pounding wildly, I stepped inside. 
There she was, lying curled seductively, on 
a chaise longue. The thinly-masked glow 
in her pretty eyes left very little to the 
imagination. I knew at that moment what 
was meant by the old phrase “the power 
of a woman over a man." 

"Ive come to read to you,” I said. I 
had to say something fast. 

"How nice, Brad. But come, sit down 
beside me first." 


And as I did she held out her long, 
smooth arms about my neck. . . . The be- 
witching charm of her was more than I 
could bear. I cradled her tenderly in my | 
arms. 

Three days later I tried to run away 
from home. 

I tried because my conscience suddenly 
rose up and struck me. How could I have 
done this to Uncle John, who had been so 
nice to me? It was worse than stabbing 
him in the back. Young as I was, I knew | 
I had made a horrible mistake. I couldn't 
face myself any more, and I couldn't bear 
to sit there looking at Uncle John who 
trusted me. 

I began by going to the home of a high 
school chum. I lasted there one day until 
Pops guessed where I was and came over to 
fetch me. TIl never forget my horror when 
I heard his voice out in the hallway. I was 
trapped. I went home with him, feeling 


like a condemned prisoner. But Pops was 
wonderful to me. He seemed to understand. 

“It was Carmen's fault wasn't it?" he 
said as he drove me home. 

I couldn't bring myself to say anything, 
and he never asked about it again. He 
knew only too well what had happened, 
but he was such a great-hearted man that 
he never let it affect our relationship. Pops 
treated me just as kindly as he always had. 
He must have figured my inner thoughts 
were punishment enough. 

Carmen didn't let the subject drop, 
though. 

The night I came home she walked over 
to where I was sitting in the living room 
and she put her hand on my head. 

"Such nice curly black hair," she whis- 
pered. “I love young men. They're so cute. 
Some men call me the Moon Goddess, you 
know, Brad. They can't leave me alone." 

Carmen laughed and walked away. She 
had won out and she knew it. She had 
demonstrated her power over me. 

The Moon Goddess! That's what she 
called herself. Well, I had a different name 
for her. The Evil Goddess. My Evil God- 
dess. 

A year later she divorced Pops. I wasn't 
sorry to see her go, and I'm not so sure 
that Pops minded terribly much, either. 
You see, his business was beginning to go 
to smash and he didn't have much time for 
her. The divorce settlement she got from 
him was what broke him. He needed that 
money for the down payment on a big 
apartment block. With it, he'd have weath- 
ered the storm. 

I figured it was about time for me to get 
out on my own. I couldn't have Pops sup- 
porting me much longer, not with his 
financial state being what it was. When I 
graduated from high school I got myself 
a waiter's job days and went to business | 
college at night. 

It was there I had met Mary Jenkins. 
She sat beside me in our Business English 
class but it was quite a while before we 
spoke. She seemed so proper and respect- 
able that I didn't want to spoil things by 
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being too forward. That didn’t mean I 
didn’t notice her, though. I was very much 
aware of her graceful hands as she took 
notes, her cool, precise voice as she asked 
questions. 


4psto NEXT year was wonderful. We be- 

came unofficially engaged in the spring. 
We decided, though. that we'd put off the 
wedding until I was well started on my 
chosen career, insurance. Mary was going 
to get a job with the city. 

What I didn't realize at that time was 
just how hard it was to get what I had 
lightly called “well started." I went to work 
as a salesman for a small insurance firm 
in the South End and soon discovered I 
wasn't even making enough to live on alone. 
I asked the boss for a raise but he said I 
should be glad to work for very little just 
to get the experience. That did it. The next 
night I told Mary my change of plans. 

"Im going to strike out on my own, 
Honey," I said. “But it isn't going to be 
easy. We may have to delay the wedding 
even longer." 

Her eyes were wide and solemn. 

“Brad,” she said in a serious voice. 
“Brad, I’m the kind of girl who can wait 
if I have to. You go ahead and do what's 
best." 

Starting out on my own was even tougher 
than working for old “Experience.” There 
were days when I'd have jumped with hap- 
piness if F'd sold one dog bite policy. The 
thought of Mary was the only thing that 
kept me going. Then. slowly, the business 
began to come in, but Fd hate to figure 
what my compensation came to per work 
hour. 

A second assistant dogcatcher would 
have done better. And, to make matters 
worse, I had to stand by and watch the 
final collapse of Pops' real estate business. 
It nearly killed me not to be able to help. 


Those were the scenes, the thoughts, that 
flashed through my mind that night after 
Carmen had taken us to the Green Pagoda. 
That explained why I knew that I had to 
call on her at her apartment and run the 
risk of becoming infatuated with her all 
over again. You see, I had never really 
been able to get her out of my mind since 
that night six years before. 

I had to risk it because I needed the busi- 
ness, badly. I was coming along, but far 
too slowly, and I couldn't ask Mary to wait 
forever. 

So, as I had thought I would, I turned 
up at her apartment the next day. Sugar 
Hill had nothing on Carmen’s Boston 
apartment. 

“As you know, Brad,” she said, tapping 
her gold cigarette holder on the knuckles 
of her right hand, “I’ve got a lot of friends 
in the night club business, people who need 
plenty of insurance. Fire, liability, all that 
sort of thing. You know the details. I 
don’t.” 

“Sounds good," I said. cautiously. I 
wasn’t going to commit myself too fast. 


“It is good 
start tonight? 
“We?” I asked. puzzled. “Tonight.” 

“Certainly, Mr. Handsome. Im off to 
New Bedford. I’m taking over for Toni 
Bristol—you remember her—she’s down 
with the grippe. You can drive me and in 
between numbers I'll see if I can promote 
your business.” 

I leaned back in my chair and looked 
down at my hands. This was a tough one to 
decide. I had a date with Mary but thoughts 
of all that business floored me. 

"I won't be going there again for a long 
while, I imagine." she said, a trace of a 
smile on her beautiful face. That decided 
it. I said I'd go. 

An hour later I phoned Mary at work 
and told her Pd have to break our date 
because I had a chance to sell a life in- 
surance policy to a young businessman. 
When I hung up I felt all sticky inside. I'd 
never told her a lie before. Still, I told 
myself, it would be worse if I told the truth. 
She'd be badly hurt and might not under- 
stand. 


" she replied. *And we can 


HAT NIGHT at New Bedford was a fair 

success. Í wrote an accident policy for 
a waiter friend of Carmen's and got the 
owner to say he'd look me up when his 
current policies came near the expiration 
date. Carmen adhered strictly to busines 

The catch was that this was only the first 
in a whole series of night-club visits. Some- 
times Carmen took over for a friend as the 
singer and other times she just went for the 
fun of it. I drove her each time and, each 
time, I either had to give Mary a phony 
excuse or make sure things were arranged 
ahead of time so we weren't even planning 
a date. Each time I managed to line up 
one or two customers. It wasn't anything 
big but it was beginning to add up. 

Worst of all I could feel an attraction for 
Carmen growing in me all over again. All 
the time I had a feeling that she was just 
toying with me, enjoying her fatal power 
over me. I couldn't help but fall under her 
spell. Seeing her two or three nights a 
week, eating and drinking with her, hold- 
ing her close as we danced—was all adding 
up to big trouble. 

One night I decided to tell her just that. 
We were on our way to Worcester, and she 
had edged over to me while I was driving 
when I said: 

"You're doing things to me. Carmen. and 
‘it isn't right.” 

“Am I, Brad?" she purred. “I’m terribly 
sorry. Really I am.” 

The way she said it I could see she was 
about as sorry as a gambler would be win- 
ning the daily double at Hialeah. 

That was all there was to that particular 
phase of the conversation, but hours later, 
when we were on our way home from 
Worcester we passed the big reservoir in 
Chestnut Hill. It was a brilliant, moonlit 
night, and I could see the cars parked 
along the edge of a side road around the 
reservoir. 


“Let’s stop for a few minutes, Brad,” 
Carmen murmured. “It’s much too lovely a 
night to go home quite so soon.” 

Like a fool I turned off the highway. I 
was drunk with moonlight, I guess. We 
pulled up in an empty space between two 
other cars. 

“Lovers, in every car,” Carmen said in 
a low voice. She put her hand on my arm. 
That was all she had to do. An instant 
later we were in a passionate embrace. I 
was ready to cast all discretion to the 
winds. Then, suddenly I remembered who 
I was and what I was doing. I pushed her 
away. 

“Don’t you like me?” she asked, making 
a pouting face. 

“In some ways I like you far too much, 
Carmen. You forget, I’m practically a mar- 
ried man." 

“Lots of married men have liked me," she 
said. 

“I can well imagine . . .” My voice trailed 
off. There was nothing to do but to start 
the car and get out of there. She was 
smiling at me again. She knew exactly how 
I was feeling. Like the Evil Goddess she 
was, she knew the inmost thoughts of every 
man. 

I thought I was over the worst for that 
evening, but I wasn't. On the rest of the trip 
home she played her trump cards. 

“Up to now you've been dealing in small 
change, Brad," she began, and told me her 
big plan. We'd go to New York together 
first, and from there to Miami. We could 
meet all the big-time nightclub operators 
and there would be plenty of business. She 
suggested airily that a good excuse could 
be cooked up for Mary. 

“You'll really be in the big money, Brad. 
You'll be able to marry her in three 
months' time, as soon as you get back—that 
is if you still want her by then.” 

“Thanks,” I said numbly. “I'll think it 
over.” 

When I dropped Carmen off at her apart- 
ment I picked up my jalopy and drove 
straight home where I spent the rest of the 
night pacing about my little room, thinking 
furiously. I couldn’t kid myself anymore. 
It was strictly Carmen versus Mary. I 
couldn’t go on any longer telling myself 
that I was doing all this just so I could get 
enough money to get married on. If I took 
Carmen’s offer; if I so much as climbed 
aboard the New York train, our marriage 
would be off, and for good. That was how 
matters stood. Mary offered me a lifetime 
of devotion, love and hard work with per- 
haps a few moments of financial success. 
Carmen held out the promise of glittering 
months until she tired of me. 

What could I do? Tell Mary the whole 
story? If I did, she'd probably leave me. 
I couldn't blame her, either, after all my 
double-crossing. 

Then I had a vision of Mary, her wonder- 
ful, pure face. Her gentle smile came to 
me in my near-delirium and I knew I had 
to confess to her. My love for her was 
stronger than everything else. She had to 


know the whole sordid story. That was the 
only honorable thing. Maybe I would be 
cutting my own throat, but I had to do it. 
I couldn't deceive her any longer. 

So, at nine o'clock that next morning, 
feeling like I’d spent the night being tossed 
in a washing machine, I phoned Mary at 
her office and made a date with her for 
lunch. 

"What's the matter, darling?" she asked 
with a worried look the instant she caught 
sight of my expression. 

“Wait "til we get outside,” I whispered. 

She put on her transparent plastic rain- 
coat and we walked out onto the rain- 
glistening sidewalk. It was a dull, miser- 
able day, a perfect match for my mood. 

“This you aren’t going to like, Mary,” I 
said as we came to the Common. I started 
in on the whole story, beginning with that 
night when I was 16 and alone in the house 
with Carmen. I told her everything, and it 
must have sounded like a Grade B movie. 

She listened quietly as we walked around 
the Common, and when I had finished she 
led me to an empty park bench. We sat 
down and she buried her head on my 
shoulder. 

“Darling, darling," she sobbed. “Why 
didn’t you tell me all this before? I could 
have helped you. You needed help so 
much.” 

“Then—then you're not going to leave 
me?” I asked in amazement. The skies 
seemed to lighten. “After all the double- 
crossing I’ve done?” 

“Silly boy. Of course I’m not going to 
leave you." She looked up at me with 
glistening eyes. 

* Aren't you disappointed in me?” 

“A little, Brad.” She lowered her eyes. 
“But it was mainly Carmen's fault.” 

“What are we going to do, though?" I 
said quietly, and as soon as I speke a plan 
came to me. There was going to be a clean 
break with Carmen—or maybe a nasty one. 
Mary was going to help me. 

I called Carmen's apartment the next 
morning, a Saturday, and found that she 
was out at Marshall's stables for her weekly 
horseback ride. Mary and I got into my 
jalopy and drove out there. Mary stayed 
in the car while I went around to the 
stables where the groom told me Carmen 
was due back from the bridle path in about 
five minutes time. 

Sure enough, she was right on time, and 
I stood there as she cantered up and grace- 
fully dismounted. The groom led the horse 
away. 

Carmen was at her most beautiful that 
morning, only now I was no longer in her 
spell. The Moon Goddess was dead. She 
wore riding breeches, a coat, a hard black 
hat and her hair was drawn tightly back. 
In her hand she balanced a riding crop. 
She walked straight toward me. I drew a 
deep breath and began: 
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Write 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS . . . from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
+ read this letter from Mrs. Vester L. Price of Tenn. 


“Thank God for NACOR” 
Thank God for your wonderful med- 
icine. Before I started taking Nacor 
I would wake up coughing, CORN. 
wheezing and gasping for breath. 
am now able to do my work, sleep an 
night and breathe easier. 

Mrs. Nester L. Price, 

'enness 

WHY DON'T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 
and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 
ler your case hopeless, write today. 
India: 


rabe HAIR 


Now you can shampoo and color your hair the 
same time with SHAMPO-KOLOR, any shade. 
No dyed look, permits permanent. Simple, cau- 
tion: use only as directed on label.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
VALLIGNY PRODUCTS, INC. 
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Had Hot Flashes, 
Was Terribly Nervous 


Found relief during 
"Change of Life” thanks 
to doctor’s discovery 


Mrs. Ora Weathers, 
Salisbury, N. C., hopes 
other women who suf- i 
fer from ‘‘Change of 3 

Life" will try Dr. Pierce's Favorite Pre- 
scriptio: “I had hot flashes, was ter- 
ribly nervous and had awful headaches,” 
she writes. “Now I feel so much better, 
thanks to your wonderful medicine. 
Words cannot express what it has done 
for me." 

If you have hot flashes, are weak, nerv- 
ous and run-down because of functional 
distress due to “Change of Life", try 
this remarkable medicine. It works 3 
wonderful ways to help you. First, taken 
foratime, it relaxes that nervous tension. 
Second, as a uterine sedative it helps 
soothe that important organ. Third, it acts 
as a stomachic tonic to help build up your 
resistance. Give Dr. Pferce's Favorite 
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NACOR, 76-A State Life Bldg., Indianapolis 


Prescription a chance to help you! At 
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YOU MUST BE DELIGHTED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 


Give your hair a chance to win you love and romance. Have 
the longest, silkiest hair you can have to thrill men's hearts, 
for long hair attracts men. Scientific LONG AID WORKS by 
lubricating dry hair and dry scalp and the drying effect of 
hot combs, marcel irons and hair straighteners or mistreat- 
ment that may cause dangerous breaking off of hair and 
splitting ends which show up by the brushfuls as if your hair 
were coming out and which robs you of your naturally long 
hair. Let YOUR hair become normally longer and thicker 
looking—glistening lovely. LONG AID also, with massage. 
brings STIMULATION to scalp with the RICH OILS OF 
LONG AID. Mrs. E. C. writes, 
be without LONG AID again." Mrs. R. T. 
writes, "I am a hairdresser and have about 
15 customers. They all want to use LONG 
AID and nothing else.” 
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PERIOD DELAYED? . . . Don't Worry! 


USE DOCTOR'S PRESCRIPTION! BE RELIEVED of this worry! 
Your Period Delay may be functional and this DOCTOR'S 
METHOD may bring prompt relief! It is a Quality Preparation 
of OFFICIAL MEDICAL DRUGS! Easy to take and NO harmful 
after effects! SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman on delivery of 
a Generous Supply packed in a CONFIDENTIAL BOX! ONLY 
$10.00! SEND NO MONEY! RUSH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
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CHILDREN SLEEP AWAY 
CONSTIPATION WORRY! 


When constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, or sulk be- 
cause they feel miserable, can’t eat or sleep 
right. That’s why wise mothers give Syrup of 
Black-Draught whenever youngsters suffer di- 
gestive upset from constipation. Its wonderful 
laxative action can help sweeten such sour 
stomach, too! Then how dispositions improve! 


Laxative-Stomach Sweetener Works Overnight! 


Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet, so 
children take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
vegetable herbs—acts thoroughly, but gently. 
Given at bedtime, brings comforting relief in 
morning—thus helps sweeten sour stomach 
too. Youngsters virtually sleep away these con- 
stipation worries! Next day feel good, laugh 
and play! No wonder 17,000,000 bottles sold. 
Get Syrup of Black-Draught from druggists. 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 


| ADULTs | For constipation try regular 
Black - Draught, laxative-stomach 
sweetener, famoussince 1840. Familiar Powder, 
Granulated or convenient new Tablet form, 


DOCTOR WARNS ALL WOMEN! 


ell-known New York physician warns women not to 
t Leucorrhea (the Whit He says it is one of the 
most common of all complaints among girls and women 
of all ages. To relieve the discomfort of Leucorrhea, in 
cases not requiring medical attention, he recommends 
douching with Avex —the clinically-tested cleansing 
douche powder. Avex helps remove temporary discharge 
during use, relieves itching, soothes and cools irritated 
delicate tissue, hides embarrassing odors. 


Thousands of women use Avi 
can try it yourself without ri: 


ç and praise it highly. You 


se E 
isfied, return unused portion of package and you'll get 
your money back. S 
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Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 

love you wildly, fiercely? Do 

you want to make him say, 

“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 

ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 

for YOU!" Do you want to 

make him OBEY your every 

command? Then use CHEZ- 

ELLE (What a Perfume) to 

help you CONTROL Men. 

One woman told me that 

CIIEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 

EST perfume she ever used. 

Another woman told us that 

she blesses the day she first 

used CHEZ-ELLE, because 

now her husband comes 

home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 

a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 

you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 

package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 

him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 

days. If you don't agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 

POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-FC, New York 13 


PERIOD OVERDUE? 


DON'T TAKE CHANCES? 


Set your mind at ease and obtain prompt relief in minor functional 
menstrual delay of borderline anemia with these new extra helpful 
medically recognized drugs. 


Prepared and formulated scientifically by registered pharmacists, 
"GREEN-KAPS" capsules are specially made up to produce no 
harmful aftereffects, Generous large supply shipped on a FREE 
10-day trial in PLAIN WRAPPER for simply sending your name 
and address, when package arrives, deposit only $5.00 plus C.O.D. 
and postage with postman. If not 100% satisfied, return remainder 
of package and money will be refunded promptly. RUSH order 
today; don't hazard the risk of being without them when you need 
them most. 


Send Cash with Order—We Pay Postage 


ASTHMACINE DISTRIBUTING CO., Dept. 723D 
1813 S. Clinton Ave. * Chicago 16, Illinois 


“Tve come to tell you something very im- 
portant, Carmen." 

*Come sit in my car, then. It's more 
private," she said, smiling up at me. 

“No,” I said coldly. “I'll say it here." 

Annoyance flickered across her beautiful 
face. Then I let her have it straight. I 
wasn't going to see her any more, insurance 
business go hang! The only girl I was 
seeing was Mary. 

"How come you're being so faithful all 
of a sudden?" She paused. “Don’t you 
think you're a pretty ungrateful rat after 
all I’ve done for you?” 

“I appreciate it very much, Carmen, but 
I'm being faithful from now on, that's all.” 

"Faithful!" she cried, anger blazing in 
her eyes. “I'll show you!” 

She raised her riding crop and. before I 
could stop her, struck me across the fore- 
head. A searing pain rang in my head. I 
grabbed her arms and tore the whip from 
her grasp. Her lovely face was distorted 
with fury. 

“TIl tell Mary," she screamed. “Every- 
thing! Then you'll see. She won't have 
you. You'll see!” 

Suddenly her jaw dropped. I turned and 
saw Mary running towards me, her hair 
streaming behind her. 

*Brad, Brad! Has she hurt you? Are 
you all right?" 

“Tt stings a bit, now. That's all. She's 
going to tell you everything, Mary. Want to 
listen?" 

“That’s fine, Carmen,” Mary said, look- 
ing straight at her. “Only you don't have 
to. I know it all. Brad's told me already.” 

Carmen just stood there for about ten 
seconds. Then she raised both hands to her 
face and began to sob violently. Mary 
glanced at me. There was pity in her eyes. 
She walked over to Carmen, putting her 
arms about her shoulders, led her away. I 
just stood there. 

Two minutes later Mary came walking 
back to me, alone. 

“T put her in her car, Brad. Honestly, 
I couldn't help but feel sorry for her. I 
never saw anyone carry on so." 

“That’s all right, darling,” I said, taking 
Mary's delicate hand in mine. “It’s just her 
pride that's wounded. Tomorrow she'll be- 
gin on some other man." 

“You're probably right, Brad. I feel sorry 
for him, whoever he is.” 

We walked slowly over to my car, hand 
in hand. 

“Well, there goes a lot of insurance busi- 
ness. But I’m not sorry. Are you prepared 
to wait?” 

She smiled at me. 

“That’s all right, darling. I’ve just de- 
cided to give up my city hall job and go to 
work as your secretary.” 

I looked at her in amazement. Suddenly, 
I knew that everything was going to be all 
right. With Mary at my side, how could it 
be otherwise? 


THE END 
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How To more critically. 
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Doctor 
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read incessantly the many current profes- 


Child Care gest creative activities in which he might 
engage at home. This, in a large way, helps 
(Continued from page 38) solve the problem of providing extra stimu- 
lation the child needs. Remember that all 
bright children don't have to study the 
piano. Some bright boys show early inter- 
ests in electricity, chemistry and so on. In- 
expensive equipment can be rigged up at 
home to occupy your bright boy's time 
(watch him closely though lest he make a 
The fact is that, for gifted children of bomb and explode it in the cellar as in 
any race, there are pitifully few schools in the case of one child I know). 
the U. S. devoted entirely to their teaching What, then, does all this mean? It means 
and study. In regular schools these chil- that if your child has an above average I.Q. 
dren are either unrecognized or their he has the tools for a happy. successful life. 
teacher passes them by because she does But, with your guidance, he will still have 
not have time to devote individual atten- tọ apply other tools such as drive, ambi- 
tion, tion, and personality. Meanwhile, you can 
If you have a child who you believe is forget myths about bright children being 
exceptionally talented, remain in close con- freaks. They are not true. Anyway, even 
tact with his teacher at school just as you if your child is not so bright these rules 


standard economic conditions. If special 
schools are available, few Negro families 
are able to pay the cost. Some parents 
say, then, what's the use? Think how much 
it would cost to educate a bright child 
privately. 
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AMAZING! AT TREMENDOUS SAVINGS! 


HIT TUNES 
Break-Resistant 
Vinylite Filled 


CHOOSE... 


[118 NEWEST HIT TUNES 
or 
18 LI 18 MOST LOVED HYMNS 
C 18 HILL BILLY HITS 


IMPORTANT NOTICE! 
These tunes are CONSTANTLY kept up to date—only the newest tunes are kept on the list. 


Brand New Discovery— 
6-IN-1 Vinylite 
BREAK-Resistant Records 
Play Up To 10 Full Minutes 


YOUR FAVORITE 


18 NEWEST HIT TUNES 


GROUP OF SONGS! 

s! Domino ^ Tell Me Why 
Undecided » Turn Back The 
Cold, Cold Heart ` Hands of Time 
Because of You The Little White 
It's No Sin Cloud That Cried 
Down Yonder Charmaine 
1 Get Ideas M Anytime 
Slow Poke Jealousy 
Just One More P Shrimp Boats 


Chance Be My Life's 


Cry Companion 
A $16.02 
ont” sem var. “ye? | 18. HILL BILLY HITS 
18 TUNES! For $2.98 It Is No Secret Let's Live A Little 
You SAVE TH m enn Heart Blues 


Mr. Moon Cold. Cold Heart 


> 
$13.04 Give Me More, Somebody's Been 
More, More Ç Beatin’ My Time 
Music Makin Mama Slow Poke 
x 


Now, for the FIRST TIME—You can have the BRAND NEW ALL-TIME Baty Were Really IBS reyd 
HITS and POPULAR RECORDINGS—18 NEWEST All-Time Hits, In Love b, Chae up pasa 
favorites in all—for the AMAZING, unbelievable LOW PRICE o£ fant te Play Mana Dt 
only $2.98. That's right, 18 TOP SELECTIONS that if bought sep- Hee Wi ysu V Ade 
arately would cost up to $16.02 in stores, on separate records—YOURS 

by mail for only $2.98! YES, you can now get 18 NEWEST HIT songs— | 8 MOST LOVED HYMNS 
the LATEST, the NEWEST nation-wide POPULAR TUNES—or 18 of The Lord's Prayer Trust On Me 

the most POPULAR HILL BILLY tunes—some of these tunes are EEUU M het on 
not yet sold by stores—or you get almost a whole complete album of wee deu Oy ati. [Š Dos iem 
your most wanted HYMNS. These are tunes you have always wanted. Church In The ⁄ N Of Mankind 
They will give you hours of pleasure. You can choose from THREE In The Garden š SOLE, pd 
DIFFERENT GROUPS—on newest, most sensational BREAK- | "to?" — f 3 Just A Closer Walk 
RESISTANT records! These amazing records are 6-IN-1 records— We aa s La 2 Sit te No Secret 

6 songs to a record! They are brand new and play three times as Leaning On The š yin miren mo 
many songs as regular records, and they play on regular 78 R.P.M. sisa ens Cunan "Bless Ana Keep 
speed and fit all Type 78 R.P.M. standard phonograph and record PALS UB scare eg 

players. These are all perfect, BREAK-RESISTANT, Vinylite records These tunes are CONSTANTLY, Tt en 


newest tunes are kept on the list. 


free from defects. RUSH YOUR ORDER for 
your favorite group NOW! ORDER ALL 
THREE GROUPS and SAVE even MORE 
MONEY, only $2.98 per group. 


MAIL COUPON NOW—(0-DAY TRIAL OFFER 


FREE! 


If you RUSH YOUR 
ORDER NOW you 
get at NO EXTRA 
COST whatsoever 
& SURFACE SAV- 
ING NEEDLE! 

ORDER i8 Hit Tune 
Songs or 18 Hill 
Billy Hits or 18 Most 


HIT TUNES COMPANY, Dept. 17 
318 Market St, Newark, New Jersey 


SUPPLY LIMITED. That's why we urge you to fill 
in and mail coupon now! Play these 18 selec- 
tions ordered, use the NEW GIFT surface 
saving needle, for 10 days at home. If you are 
not delighted, if you don't feel these are the 


Gentlemen: Please RUSH the 18 Top Selections along with 
the GIFT SURFACE SAVING NEEDLE on your NO-RISK 
10 Day Money Back Guarantee. 


1 enclose $2.98 for each 
group of 18 selections with the understanding that if I am 
not completely satisfied you will return my money. 


O 18 Newest Hi! D 18 Hill Billy 
Hit 


I 
l 
I 
l 
I 
l Tunes - - 
I 
I 
l 
l 
l 


z Loved.Hymnsor OR- = $2.98 its - +--+ -- $2.98 
BEST SOUNDING records for the price, return DER ALL THREE O All Three Groups— 
SETS FOR only D Hymns - - - - $2.98 54 Songs » - - $7.95 


within 10 days for FULL REFUND. Don’t $1.95. But, SUPPLY 


delay, send $2.98 in check or money order, or is LIMITED; so or- NAME .... 
put three one dollar bills in the mail with this | Oy": SEN? AEG, 
coupon and SAVE POSTAGE—DON’T DE- Order now on Money- Gs 


Back Guarantee. 


LAY, MAIL COUPON TODAY! 


Straighten 
hair! 


new and improved 


Now you can use beauty shop method 
in your home! 


Mrs. Wood says: “How wonderful that 
Lustrasilk is now available for home 
use. I have given hundreds of Lustrasilk 
treatments in my beauty shop and 
beauty school for over 3 years—all with 
marvelous results!” Now, in your own 


Mrs. M. E. Wood, Owner 
The International House of Beauty 
San Francisco, California 


home, you can give yourself new, lus- 
trous, thrilling hair beauty with Lustra- 
silk—a fabulous, scientific, safe, posi- 
tive method of hair culture that will 
make super curly hair permanently 
straight! Only Lustrasilk eliminates 
all pressing oils, leaves hair beautifully 
easy to manage. You 


soft, silky feeli 


see results at once with Lustrasilk. 


If you cannot get Lustrasilk at 


Positively SAFE and EFFECTIVE 


You will be absolutely amazed and delighted with the results you 
see with your very first Lustrasilk treatment. The more you use it, 
the lovelier, straighter, more silken your hair becomes. Naturally, 
you must re-Lustrasilk your hair as needed and as it grows out. 
The most stubborn, curly hair can never be injured by Lustrasilk, 
must respond to Lustrasilk treatment. 


Same time as ordinary shampoo-press-curl! 


Be your own “beauty expert” at home with Lustrasilk 
in the same time as old-fashioned “shampoo-press- 
and-curl? Lustrasilked hair lasts like a permanent 3 
wave, can be shampooed without ill effects; can be 

finger waved, water-pin-curled or croquignoled with- 

out using one drop of oil. 


Order your Lustrasilk Home Permanent today! 


Now, for only $3.50 (plus 50¢ Federal tax) you can get the 
complete new and improved Lustrasilk : Home Kit for Hair 
Beauty Culture. Use coupon below today and give yourself a hair 
beauty thrill you never dreamed possible! 


Pe Corporation, Minneapolis 


Lustrasilk Corp., Dept. T4, Rand Tower, Minneapolis, Minn. 


Please send me. -lustrosilk Hair Beauty Culture Kitis. 
at $3.50 each, plus 50¢ Federal tox, total $4.00, for which 
1 enclose: 


T] Cosh or money order enclosed—postage prepaid 
O Ship C. O. D. and 1 will pay $4.00, plus postage 


your favorite store, mail this Nome. 
A coupon and your Lustrasilk kit Address. A 
ill be sent > i ate. 
There's nothing like Lustrasilk for ees Uus ar d LLL en fan 


soft, silky, easy to manage hair 


Are you a beautician? Yes [J No O 
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